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CHAPTEK XIII. 



WAITING TILL TO-MOBROW. 



The news of the change of fortune for Hester 
Brake — ^for Lucy Brake and Morice — ^was not 
long in circulating through the farm, and 
there was much discussion on the subject, and 
a new topic of interest which the invalid lady 
alone appeared to shun. 

"It is not good news to me, John," she 
said, for the second time, when the farmer 
had offered his congratulations, in his blunt 
way, an hour or two later after Mr. Larcom 
liad been overwhelmed by the intelligence. 

"Larcom tells me you think so," said 
Woodhatch ; " but you do not know." 

" Shall I have time to know ? " she asked. 

" To be sure you will." 

" Where is the will I gave you to mind ? * 
she asked. 
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" In my safe, there." 

" Take care of it, now there is much moneys 
to leave behind me," she adjured satirically,. 
" and so many people to think of." 

** It is not likely to be lost." 

" That's well. And should I live to become 
possessor of this money," she said, "there is 
a long account to settle between us, John, 
^nd as speedily as may be." 

"Oh, not at all!" 

"You were very kind to me and Morris,'* 
she continued; "you saved us from the evil 
examples — and bad lives ; you stood our friend 
when we were short of friends, and knew not 
where to turn. For your care of us there are 
only the grateful thanks of' a disagreeable 
woman, but for the money we have cost 
you I can at least make amends." 

" When you get your money," laughed John 
Woodhatch, " we can have half a dozen hot 
words over the settlement." 

"Ah, you think, with all the rest of them,, 
what a bad-tempered, envious, querulous 
woman I have been. Don't you ? " she 
asked. 

" What a question ! " 
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*' Don't you? '' she repeated. '* Why cannot 
you answer in a straightforward manner ? " 

"Well, I have not so bad an opinion of 
you as all that, Hester, or I should have 
never chosen you to take care of Kitty 
Yanch." 

" I was more amiable then." 

'* So you were," assented Mr. Woodhatch. 

'* And I have altered very much." 

'* You have altered," he remarked; ^'but 
that is " 

" And I have stood between you and your 
pet scheme of marrying Kitty to Greg 
Dorward." 

*'Well, probably you have," said John 
Woodhatch. 

** And I have told Lucy that my brother 
Morris was not the good, faithful, high-souled 
being she had pictured him," she added. 

*' What on earth did you tell her that for ? " 
exclaimed the farmer. *' Of all the disagree- 
able, aggravating women, I believe you are 
the worst." 

"Yes, that's your opinion," said Hester. 
^' Very likely I am. It is hard to judge one's 
own character ; self steps so persistently into 
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the foreground. But I thought it was best 
she should know poor Morris was not a hero." 

" Best for her, do you mean ? " 

" And for you," she added cahnly. ** The 
dead husband was in your way, John. And 
you will never be happy without she becomes 
your wife." 

" I have given up all hope of that." 

'' How long ? " 

" Years. I wish I had told you before," he 
replied ; '* you would have let Lucy alone." 

" Hope will come again to you." 

'* Lucy Brake and Morice and her father 
will go abroad, and live abroad presently — 
very shortly, indeed," he said; *'they have 
been talking of it to-night almost as a settled 
thing. The mere thought of the money brings 
aheady changes with it." 

" Change is the lot of all of us. There is 
no rest." 

"No," answered John Woodhatch thought- 
foUy. 

** And you can live abroad, too, John," she 
said after a long silence. 

" Impossible." 

'* You will have nothing to stop in England 
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for except Farm Forlorn, and its crowd of 
failures," she said. 

" I will live for my failures, then," was the 
reply. " I have always said to myself that 
here was my one task." 

His voice faltered for an instant, and she 
reached out her hand and touched his own 
very gently and very timidly. 

" Good man, striving to do good, and fail- 
ing more completely than you think," she 
said. " Still there is God's reward for all this 
presently. And so, God bless you, John." 

To his astonishment she raised his hand to 
her lips, and brought the blood in a rush to 
his face. He looked round hurriedly and in 
no small confusion, but there was no one to 
observe them. 

" Let me lean upon your arm to-night — the 
one friend whom I have not set against me 
yet ! " she said. ** Will you see me to my room 
door, and save Kitty coming down ? " 

*'Yes — ^if you wish," he replied almost 
reluctantly. 

" They will only think you are becoming 
more attentive to me, now that I have some 
money to leave behind," she said, with 
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her old satirical vein asserting itself once 
more; "but what they think of you or me 
does not matter in the least." 

" Why, no," answered her old Mend. 

They went upstairs together, and she leaned, 
he fancied, more heavily upon his arm than 
he had known her to do on the few occasions 
that he had offered her his escort. 

In the corridor, and a few paces from her 
room, they met Kitty coming towards them. 
She was surprised to meet them, and Miss 
Brake put her gently, but not unkindly, aside, 
and walked on to the door of her room by the 
side of the farmer. 

There she paused, with Kitty for a witness, 
and with her hand still upon his arm. 

" Good night," she said. 

" Good night, Hester," he replied. 

" There is one thing more I should have 
liked to tell you to-night, John," she said, 
regarding him wistfully ; " but I am airaid." 

" Yes, yes, don't let us have anything new 
to-night," he said with alacrity; " it is getting 
very late." 

" To-morrow, or the next day, perhaps, if 
you will." 
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"Very well," he said; ''and if it is im- 
portant." 

" It is terribly important to you." 

" Oh, never mind me." 

"And to most of us at Skegs Shore," she 
added. " Good night again, and — ^to-morrow 
—then ! " 

"Ah, yes — to-morrow." John Woodhatch 
hurried away, glad to escape his companion 
hefore any fresh news should escape her. 

But the morrow found Hester Brake a 
woman very wild and strange, who knew not 
friend from foe, and cowered from all alike in 
the frenzy of the fever which had come to her, 
suddenly and swiftly, like the trouble which 
had followed her through life, and had never 
let her rest ; that had even met her on the 
threshold of her new prosperity, and struck 
her down like this. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 



THE SICK WOMAN. 



The illness of Miss Brake had disturbed at 
last the serenity of Farm Forlorn. It was the 
beginning of the end of peace at Skegs Shore. 
It was that for which everybody had been 
waiting ; for there had been no belief in the^ 
false calmness of preceding days. 

This was the first shock ; a test trial, as it 
were, as to the strength of mind and purpose, 
the strength of heart and power of sympathy, 
to be evolved from the illness of Hester Brake 
— a singular woman, who had comr as a guest 
to the big farm, and whom no one understood, 
and few had fair words for. 

Nevertheless Miss Brake's illness did not 
leave her without ftiends; on the contrary, 
brought friends round her, and rendered her 
an object of interest. And when the doctors^ 
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whom John Woodhatch had summoned to his 
house, shook their wise heads together in 
consultation, and said it was a bad case^ 
an extremely critical case, the interest grew 
keener; and more than one face, looking 
sadly towards the end, took deeper shadows to 
it when it was prophesied there was but little 
hope on earth for Hester Brake. 

** One might almost wonder what tae was 
bom for," said John Woodhatch musingly, on 
the fifth day of her iUness ; "so unhappy a 
life from childhood to the end as it has been. 
With a bad father, it has been a hard struggle 
to exist ; the victim of desertion, poverty, ill 
health, and misfortune, what has existence 
been worth to this poor little woman. Alec? " 

*'I'm theenking it would have been a deal 
warse without ye, John," answered the parson, 
whom he was addressing ; *' if ye had not 
stood her freend through theeck and theen, 
in a true Woodhatch farshion." 

"Do ye blame me ? " 

*^ No. It has cost ye a deal of money, but 
ye have never cared much which way ye 
peetched it, having planty of it, thank good-- 
ness," repHed his friend. 
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" Why should I save money ? " 

**Are ye so impravident and rackless, that 
ye think a rainy day mayn't come to ye as wall 
as to other folk ? " asked Mr. Larcom. 

''Ah! yes, it may/' replied John Wood- 
hatch; "and I will meet it as well as some 
people, and better than a good many." 

*' Which soonds a leetle conceited, John/' 
said the parson dryly. 

*' I am conceited." 

**Yes, it's yeer failing at times," was the 
remark ; *' although ye are not so bad as ye 



were." 



** I have had so much of the conceit taken 
out of me," John Woodhatch remarked. 

** Through not leestening to sarber, senseeble 
advice, I expect." 

*' Proffered gratuitously by Parson Larcom, 
too/' answered John with a little laugh. ** Oh 
yes ; I am often in the wrong. I don't see 
very far ahead, as I once thought I did, in my 
foolish vanity. But then, who does see far ? 
Who guesses what is coming ? " 

'* Have ye looked ahead in any way as re- 
gards that poor soofferer oopstairs ? " inquired 
Mr. Larcom, and in a somewhat lower and 
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more earnest tone ; " and who is slipping 
slowly out of the warld, under your hospeetible 
roof." 

" "What do you mean ? " 

'* There has been paid to her accoont now a 
matter of twenty thoosand poonds, I reckon ; 
the same amoont as Morice will have when 
she coomes of age, after deducting the neeces- 
sary axpenses," said Mr. Larcom. " The 
money has reached England, and she's a rich 
woman already." 

" If she had only had her money a couple 
of years ago ! '' said John; "it's but little use 
to her now." 

" It's not on her mind at all, I'm theenking ; 
she doesn't seem to be deestarbed aboot it in 
her ravings." 

" How do you know ? " asked his host. 

" I put the queestion to Lucy, who is knock- 
ing herself up with looking after the poor soul," 
he replied ; " and she says Hester does not 
seem troobled aboot her wealth in any way. 
It's the old beesiness of the murder, over and 
over again ; or else it's yeerself who are keep- 
ing away from her, and will not go to see her 
at the last, fret as she may for ye." 
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" Pool Hester ! I have seen her every day, 
but she does not know me/' remarked Wood- 
hatch. 

'' She took ye yasterday for young Morris's 
murderer, one of the maids tells me, and nearly 
screamed the hoose down." 

" We have all been Morris's murderer in our 
time," responded the farmer calmly; "eVen 
you, Alec Larcom, have not escaped suspicion.'* 

'*Why should I?" replied the parson, 
shrugging his shoulders. ** I'm a hasty man, 
and I might have thought the warst of young 
Morris, as many other people did, Skegs Shore 
way. And I'm not at all certain," he added, 
lowering his voice, " that Hester Brake may 
not theenk so just the same ; and to my serious 
prejudeece, and Lucy's." 
^^In what way?" 

"There's a fortune to leave, John," said the 
parson ; " and the doctors think she may 
recoover her sanses when the fever has warn 
itself out, and her alang with it. And, though 
I am not a marceenary man — the Lard for- 
give me if ever I was — it's not preceesely 
natural to set money carelessly on one side." 
'*I don't quite judge your character, Alec," 
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said John Woodhatch. "When you were a 
hardworking honest missionary abroad, and 
saved me by good words and good example, 
you never spoke of money, never thought 
of it." 

Parson Larcom looked down for an instant, 
abashed by the reproof. 

** It was no use speaking or theenking of it, 
John," he answered, "when it was sheer 
wrastling for a croost of bread. And, though 
I'm not marceenary, I've a daughter and a 
granddaughter to theenk of a great deal, and 
of meeself just a leetle. Ye can't say I ever 
deespised reeches." 

"No." 

"And I certainly have been theenking that 
if the Lard pleases to take Hester Brake, our 
leetle Morice would stand as heir-at-law to 
her property, if she died without a will ; which 
she will not." 

" What makes you think that ? " 

« 

" She is far too careful a woman," he 
answered — ^*too harribly beesiness-like alto- 
gather ; and sax months ago she would have 
been afraid of the money cooming to my 
family. And, knowing money was on its \vay 
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to her, she would haTe made a will. I'm a& 
certain as I'm standing here of that." 
You are quite right. She has." 
Oh! ye know, then, John? — ^ye know? " 
was the eager inquiry of the minister. 

'' Her last will and testament she completed 
a week or two ago," said Woodhatch, "and 
gave it me to mind. It is locked in that safe 
yonder, where I had hoped it might rest for 
many years, whilst peace of mind made Hester 
Brake a different woman." 

" It is peace of mind which passes all oonder- 
standing/' said the parson, almost mechani- 
cally, and as if in duty bound to improve the 
occasion; "but it coometh not to all men or 
women in this greevous warld. And ye are 
executor to the will, I suppose — ^prabarbly sole 
legatee, as ye want for nathing, and won't 
know what to do with a frash fortune." 

*'I don't think I am," was the reply; "I 
hope not. But I don't know anything about 
the disposal of her money ; I have not thought 
of it." 

"Ye should ask her, preesently — or some 
one else should," suggested Mr. Larcom. 

•*Ah?" 
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" I've no objeeotion myself, for that matter, 
to ask her whether at the last, like this, a 
sanse of justice to us all may not have come 
to her. It will in time, too ? " 

" We will wait for that time, Alec — ^which is 
God's, not ours," John Woodhatch answered 
almost sternly. 

" Amen ! amen to that," cried Alec Larcom, 
in return ; " that is what I mean, of course. 
The poor creature may pass away without 
a scrap of common sanse to brighten her at 
the last." 

" It is more likely than not." 

One would have thought so, later in that 
day — ^which was known at John Woodhatch' s 
farm as " Miss Brake's worst day " — ^when her 
high-pitched voice welled from the closed 
room to the corridors without, telling the sad 
story of disordered fancies and terrible con- 
jectures, bom of a confused and half-real past. 
The next day she was calmer, if weaker; the 
following day calmer still, and with a steadier 
look in her dark eyes, as if wondering where 
she had been of late days, and what had 
happened to her to leave her no stronger than 
a little child. 

VOL. III. c 
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On that second day she spoke in her old 
manner, but in a voice to which one stooped 
to catch the faintly whispered words. And it 
was Kitty, pale and worn and grief-stricken at 
the bedside, to whom she said — 

'' Where are they aU ? '' 

" They are downstairs, most of them," was 
the reply ; " is there any one whom you would 
like to see ? " 

'^ Not yet." 

Hester Brake did not speak again for a long 
while; she dozed throughout the morning, 
waking now and then by fitful starts, and 
regarding Kitty with the old, far-away look 
which her watcher had noticed all that day, 
until the eyes closed and she slept fitfully. 
Before the sun was very low in the heavens, 
she said softly to Kitty — 

" How long have I been like this ? " 

^^ A week to-day." 

" So long ! Have you been here all the 
time ? " 

^* Lucy and I have been nursing you between 
us. And once Mrs. Chadderton." 

" Mrs. Chadderton ? Tou should not have 
let her come into the room," she whispered. 
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*^ She has been very kind to you — and veiy 
anxious/' said Kitty, " as we all have been.^^ 

** She must not come again. I do not like 
her," was the whisper back ; ^' I cannot trust 
her." 

Hester Brake was exhausted with these few 
words, and remained silent until the sun Was 
going down, all crimson, in the west, and 
there was a glow as of fire on patient and 
nurse. 

^^ Have I given you much trouble, Eatty ? '' 
she asked suddenly, and in a voice that had 
gathered to itself a little extra strength from 
long repose. 

"No, no." 

*^ I have been delirious ? " 

" Yes," confessed Kitty, " a Httle." 

" What did I say ? " 

*^I cannot remember — I don't think it was 
possible to understand you, madam." 

"Try and think what I said," urged the 
sick woman. 

" I could not follow you. It — ^it was only 
like talking in your sleep. That was all." 

"You must have got very tired of me, 
Kitty." 
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" No, Miss Brake/' 

" Why, you were tired of me when I was 
well and strong," she added, her old jealousy 
predominant even in this hour. ** I was your 
enemy, who had done you a great wrong 
which you could not forgive." 

"Pray don't think so. What you have 
done has always been for the best," said Kitty ; 
" and it was as well — I dare say it was right — 
that I should know Greg did not care for me. 
I was a little sad, mistress, but I bore you no 
ill will, God knows." 

" God knows too much for us poor women," 
was the strange reply; " but as you have not 
learned to hate me with the rest of them 
downstairs, I am very glad. I should not like 
you to turn against me." 

Kitty bowed her head lower to hide the 
tears away from the gaze of the woman lying 
there, and a long silence followed this again. 
When Hester Brake would have spoken, Kitty 
said quickly — 

" Hush ! please, dear mistress. You must 
not talk so much. I have done wrong already 
in listening to you." 

^' I wonder what time I have got ? Ee- 



THE 810 K WOMAN. 21 

mind me," she added, "to ask the— doctor 
that." 

She did not need reminding of the question, 
and Kitty would not have assisted her had she 
forgotten it. When the doctor was at her 
bedside, and congratulating her in his false, 
cheery tones on her better condition that 
day, she said almost with her old sharpness 
evident — 

" How long have I to live ? " 

"My dear madam — that is really — ^it is, 
surely — I cannot say, at aU," he stammered 
forth. 

" I have much to arrange," she said calmly, 
" and to deceive me would be a crime on your 
part." 

" Madam, it is not in my power to tell you 
how long you may be spared," replied the 
doctor. " I can only urge you to keep calm, 
and to assure you that any excitement is most 
dangerous." 

" I am quite calm." 

" Yes." 

"And keeping calm as this, I may live — «• 
how long ? " 

" I have said I cannot say." 
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*'I am not likely to recover? "' she asked 
quickly ; " there is no hope for me, you 
consider?" 

*^I am sorry to say there is no hope,'* 
Teplied the doctor softly; ^^but there is no 
immediate cause for apprehension." 

^^ Shall I be alive this time to-morrow ? " 

** You may live some days — ^with care." 

" I will be very careful," was the reply. 

When the doctor had withdrawn, and Lucy 
Brake had stolen in to take her post as nurse, 
and allow Kitty to withdraw, the invalid 
looked at the new-comer with grave interest, 
and even ^smiled .faintly as she stooped and 
Mssed her. 

** You have forgiven me, Lucy, then ? " she 
asked. 

** All that I have to forgive — ^yes, long ago," 
answered the young widow. 

^^ I wanted the truth of it all — and you to 
know the truth," she murmured ;/* nothing 
more." 

" Yes, yes ; but we will not speak of it 
again," said Lucy. 

" Not yet. Presently." 

'' Presently ! " 
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"I shall have more to say soon. And I 
shall be very strong to say it," remarked 
Hester Brake, with an amazing confidence 
not warranted by this feeble life flickering 
away. 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

PBEPARING FOR THE FUTURE. * 

Parson Larcom, disturbed in his mind by- 
thoughts of money matters, had his wish next 
day — ^the wish that lay nearest to his heart 
just then. Good man as he was in many 
respects, an earnest, red-hot Methodist, who 
meant what he said, and acted up in many 
ways to his own teaching, there was a keen 
consciousness of the value of money in his 
eyes, bom of much early privation, and what 
more worldly people would have called, a long 
run of ill luck. His life had been a struggle ; 
would have been a harder struggle still with- 
out John Woodhatch to befriend him in the 
old cruel days ; and it was not in his nature — 
scarcely in human nature — ^to see money, to 
which by right his family was entitled, drift- 
ing away from him, as he was sure it was 
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drifting away, without any power of his to 
stop it. 

He had been poor all his life, and there 
should have come riches to Lucy and Morice 
— ^he was scarcely thinking of himself, he con- 
sidered — and Hester Brake was doing them 
all an injustice by allowing her will to remain, 
as it w/ts, in John Woodhatch's safe; be- 
queathing twenty thousand pounds away from 
those who, by law, were most entitled to it. 
The first twenty thousand could not be touched 
till Morice was of age, although the interest, 
it had been decreed, should go to her support 
and education; and he was getting an old 
man. Miss Brake would think of that — 
a woman without friends, too — presently. 
Justice comes very close to one's heart when 
the great waves of eternity roll on to the 
sands, whereon the poor mortal is waiting. 
He had said that only last Sunday in chapel. 

It was Mrs. Chadderton who came to him 
with, what he thought, good news. 

" Miss Brake wishes to see you directly, 
sir,'' she announced. 

^' To see me ! " he exclaimed, leaping to his 
feet. 



26 TUE BANDS OF JUSTICE. 

" Yes, sir." 

" Is she — does she appear vary anxious 
aboot seeing me, Mrs. Chadderton ? " he asked, 
full of his one idea of the motive for the 
interview. 

" I cannot say," was the sullen answer ; " I 
am not allowed to go into the room." 

^^ndeed! How's that?" 

"I am not good enough, or not to be 
trusted," was the response. 

" That's sheer nansense, Mrs. Chadderton," 
remarked Mr. Larcom ; *' every one here 
knows ye are harnest and troostworthy." 

^^ As if I were her enemy — as if I did not 
love her more than my own life ; and would 
give mine — God, how willingly ! — to save hers 
for a little while ! " she cried, with one pas- 
sionate and sudden outburst, which took away 
a great deal of the breath of Parson Larcom. 

" Do ye know her, then, better than the rest 
of us ? Have ye in old days, Ann Chadderton, 
ever met her, been indebted to her, seen " 

*' Nothing," was the reply, as she turned 
aside and went rapidly from him. 

Mr. Larcom did not reflect very long upon 
this unlooked-for outburst of grief or indig- 
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nation from the woman, generally so stolid, 
who acted as housekeeper at Farm Forlorn ; 
Tinder other circumstances her demeanour 
would have more quickly interested him . Now 
was the great, grand opportunity of his life ; 
and Hester Brake had, of her own free will, 
expressed an anxious wish to see him. The 
conviction of having wronged him and Lucy, 
and Lucy's child, had come quickly home to 
her, it appeared ; and here was the hour of 
restitution. On the stairs towards her room, 
he paused and thought a moment. 

" What will Jphn Woodhatch say to this, I 
woonder," he said to himseK, as if half afraid of 
his friend, or of his opinion of him. And if 
the ha^rd, stem Methodist had loved any of 
his kind, it was the master of Farm Forlorn ; 
and valued any man's opinion, it was the 
opinion which John Woodhatch might always 
have of him. 

** Wa'al," he added, as he proceeded on his 
way, " he will always theenk the best of every- 
body. It's his failing ; but he will, poor John. 
And," he added, irresolutely again, *^ I am in 
the right campletely, which way he looks upon 
it* There cannot be much doobt of that." 
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When he passed into the room, he had not 
even a doubt to disturb him ; and it was quite 
in a business-like way that he walked to the 
bedside and looked down upon the thin, white 
face of the woman lying there. 

" And how do ye find yeerself this morning, 
Hester ? " he inquired. 

** More composed, Mr. Larcom. Perhaps 
even a little stronger," she replied, "or I 
should not have sent for you." 

" It's as well to see all friends when ye can, 
and arrange all theengs that may be neecessary 
with them," said the parson. 

" Yes, I think so." 

Mr. Larcom sat down by the bedside, and 
took his pocket-Bible from his coat. The 
eyes of Miss Brake wandered towards it, and 
she said faintly — 

*' Not now, please. Presently the words of 
promise may be of help to one more sinner, 
and — I shall be glad to hear them. But," 
she said again, " not now." 

** I thought a few appropriate varses would 
not be oot of place. But I will not prass the 
question," said Mr. Larcom ; " and as it may 
be beesiness of an impoortant nature, perhaps 



FBEPARING FOR TEE FUTURE. 2J> 

Miss Vanch will not mind leaving us a 
while ? " 

Batty had been standing on the other side 
of the bed, and she looked to her mistress for 
instructions. 

"You need not leave us," said Hester; 
" there is no great secret to tell. You know 
what I am likely to say to Lucy's father ? " 

" Yes, I think so," answered Kate ; 
^^ but " 

" But remain," was Miss Brake's mandate. 

Batty bowed her head ; and then, by way of 
compromise, walked to the window of the 
room, sat down before it, and looked out upon 
the quiet landscape. Mr. Larcom did not feel 
as sure as he had done upon the stairs that the 
great question as to the disposal of her worldly 
goods was in any way affecting the mind of 
Hester Brake. 

" I wish to speak to you of Lucy," she com- 
menced. 

" Oh yes," said Mr. Larcom, brightening 
again, "to be sure. She is your sister-in-law 
— and I am glad ye theenk of her in kindness." 

" She has been very kind to me," remarked 
Miss Brake. " Almost as kind as Kitty there. 
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and I begin — ^perhaps for the first time in my 
life — to value the warmth of heart she has, 
and to see for myself her earnestness." 

^' She's a good garl," said Mr. Larcom, 
" and for one so young has passed through 
many trials. Which have improved her, too/' 
he added, *' as trials will do vary aften." 

^^ There is much talk of you both going 
abroad — even of living abroad— is there not ? " 
asked Hester. 

^' Wa'al — yes," he replied. ^^ It may be 
neecessary for the prarperty which our little 
Morice will inheerit a long day hence — and 
Skegs Shore is vary dooll." 

^^ To you?" 

" To Lucy. She requires change," he 
said. ^^Here are some tarebeel associations, 
and we have never had the means to get away 
fram them." 

" They are in the distance," she replied, 
** and you have borne the worst of them 
already. I don't like John Woodhatch to lose 
all his friends at once." 

*' I was not axactly theenking of freend 
John." 

" Ah! but you must. He has hard trials to 
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come, and will want true hearts about him, 
and new hopes to replace the old which will 
be torn up by the roots. And you," she 
continued, ** are a minister of God's Word, 
his oldest friend, and indebted to him, as 
we all have been. Under no circumstances 
are you privileged to desert him." 

" Gard blass me, Hester ! " exclaimed Mr. 
Larcom, " I'm not likely to desart him. I 
am always his freend, as he is mine. But he 
don't like partronage, and he is prood of his 
own way." 

'^ And he loves your daughter Lucy," she 
added quietly. 

*^ He did — once, at any rate." 

*^ He does now." 

^* He never says so." 

" Because he is the proud man of whom 
you have just spoken," she said, " and will not 
add to Lucy's anxiety by speaking of his love 
for her, unless " 

<^ Unless?" 

^* Unless a change occurs in her, and she 
sees where her affection should naturally 
turn. She has thought too long of my 
brother Morris." 
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" That's true enough," asserted Mr. Laroom,. 
" but we need not talk of it now." 

" It is all I have to say to you/' remarked 
Hester. 

*^ Ah, indeed ! " was the almost rueful com- 
ment here. 

" And it is upon my mind," she continued, 
"it is before me always, that Lucy is 
going away from him — she who can only 
make his life light, in return for all the 
dreary, desolate days which he has had. Mr. 
Larcom," she added, with more earnestness, 
" you do not know John Woodhatch yet — ^the 
nobleness there is in his repentance, the 
earnest task which he has set himself, the good 
that is always at his heart." 

" Yes, yes," asserted Mr. Larcom ; "but let 
us be more calm aboot this." 

The Methodist was puzzled. He did not 
imderstand this praise and glory of John 
Woodhatch, or see clearly the motive for it 
all. "Why should Hester Brake be so anxious 
concerning John's future, and Lucy's love for 
him? Was it not an old story which was 
ended — a sealed book, the leaves of which 
could never be turned again ? 
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" She will learn to love him, if you will help 
me fairly," she continued eagerly. *^ She is 
your daughter ; you will have influence over 
her. She will see it is best." 

He was not quite certain it was best, him- 
self. The world had changed with him and 
Lucy, and John Woodhatch was five years 
older than when he had thought it would 
be wise and well for Lucy to accept him. 
Lucy would never marry, probably; but if 
she did, with her good looks, and in her 
different sphere abroad, she might do better 
for herself in all respects. He was not quite 
certain about John Woodhatch now as a 
son-in-law. John was a j&iend very dear to 
him — ^how dear he did not know yet — but 
Alec Larcom was a calculating man, and, 
after all, there was the daughter of Lucy to 
consider first. 

"We must leave it to time," he repKed. 
" I don't see there is anything to be done at 
prasent." 

"There is a good deal to be prepared 
for." 

" Oh ! is that it ? " he asked doubtfully. 

"Haven't I said so already?" she de- 
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manded peevishly. *^ You heard me say there 
were fresh troubles coming to him.'* 

^* How can ye know that, Hester ? " 

"I must tell him all the trouble before I 
die. That is my last duty," she replied. 

"What have ye been keeping back from 
him — and me ? " he inquired. 

"I will tell him everything, and leave him 
to act as he thinks best. And the best," she 
cried, "is only desolation." 

Mr. Larcom gave a vigorous twitch to his 
right ear. Was she delirious? Was she 
wandering again in that poor, weak head of 
hers? 

" Man is bom unto trooble," he remarked 
sententiously, " and John Woodhatch will 
bear all that is meant for him as well as moost 
folk — ^better than a good many." 

"With Lucy, — yes," answered Hester. 
"And though she is not fit for him, is not 
good enough for him, has never cared for him, 
still he has set his heart on her, and he must 
have her, Mr. Larcom." 

Mr. Larcom was surprised at this peremptory 
assertion, but he would not utter anything by 
way of opposition. 
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<^ We must leave it to Lucy. I have 
noothing to say myself," he said. 

" She will not look back at Morris now as 
a saint struck early from her life, but as a 
poor, vain mortal, who was not, even in the 
first months of his marriage, an honest, faith- 
ful husband. If Morris had lived," she said, 
" hers would have been an unhappy and dis- 
trustful life to the end. He was very 
weak." 

"It is not conseedered wall of us, Hester, 
to speak ill of the dead," he said reprovingly. 

" I loved him very much," she answered. 
'^ With all his faults he was very dear to me ; 
but it was right she should know the truth 
when the false picture of what he really was 
kept her life in darkness. And I told the 
miserable truth to her." 

" And I don't suppoose she was excesseevely 
obliged to ye, Hester ? " he said dryly. 

" She will guess the reason presently. And 
with your help, Mr. Larcom," she added, 
^*Lucy will be a happier woman. And that 
help you will promise a poor dying friend ? " 

" I wander ye did not tackle Lucy instead 
of me," he said, with a half-groan of discon- 
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tent. *^ All this kind of beeseness is enteerly 
oot of my line." 

" Lucy would turn against me at the last* 
She is not always just." 

*' She's a woman," added Mr. Laroom; 
^* and a leetle variable." 

" And you promise me ? " she urged again. 

"To do always my best for the harppiness 
of John Woodhatch," said the minister more 
earnestly. "I give you Alec Larcom's sar- 
lemn ward, I will. And I would have done 
so always, Hester, without such a poor 
promise as ye ask of me." 

"Yes — ^probably," she continued with a 
sigh ; " but you would not have known what 
was best for him. He would have hidden it 
away from you and Lucy, had I not told you 
for myself." 

"Ye — es. Thankee, child," he muttered. 
" And are ye sure there's nathing more to tell 
me — ^to ask me?" 

" Nothing." 

" No worldly affairs to ask my adveece upon 
now ye are a rich lady ? " he blurted out at 
last. 

"All that is settled, Mr. Laroom. My 
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worldly aflfairs cannot trouble me again/' she 
murmured. 

^^Then I need not keep ye talking any 
langer, Hester ? " he said, rising. 

" No," she responded ; "I have wearied 
you too much already. But I wanted your 
word of honour to me ; I felt it would 
strengthen me at the last. And," she added, 
^* as you keep your word, so will God remem- 
ber you, old friend." 

He bowed his grey head at this, and looked 
hard at her, as if suspecting she suspected 
him, or had another motive for so grave an 
exordium at the last. Then he leaned over 
her, kissed her forehead as if in farewell of 
her, and went from the room. When he had 
gone Eitty hastened to her side. 

" Oh, my dear mistress, you have talked 
too much ; you have excited yourself beyond 
your strength, I am sure." 

" No ; I am better already," she answered 
with a strange smile. *'I am getting quite 
strong." 

" I wish you were." 

"I have only one more task before me — 
and that will not be to-day," she added, as 
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Kitty glanced nervously towards her. *^ And 
He will give me strength for it, I am sure." 

" Will you not try and rest a little ? " 

" I am a little weary perhaps. What time 
is it ? " 

*^ Nearly twelve o'clock." 

" Yes— I wiU rest." 

She closed her eyes and went off imme- 
diately into a sound slumber — so deep a 
slumber that the doctor came into the room 
without disturbing her ; and seeing how calm 
and regular her sleep was, went away without 
arousing her, and with a promise to return at 
a later hour. The day stole on, the afternoon 
sun shone into the room, upon the pattern of 
the wall-paper, the pictures, the ceiling over- 
head, and then flickered away along the line 
of house-roof without, and died away for good. 
Kitty was replaced by Lucy, and Lucy, on 
some errand of her father's, was called away 
after an hour's watchful service; and when 
Hester Brake awoke it was in the twilight of 
the day and with the room full of shadow. 

"Kitty," she said softly; and Kitty not 
replying to her, she called out in a stronger 
tone, " Lucy, is that you ? " 
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A figure rose from a chair behind the 
curtains, and a voice said, very humbly and 
with much tremor in it — 

" No, madam. It is I." 

" And you are " 

"Ann Ohadderton," said the housekeeper, 
as she came slowly round the bed and took 
her place by the side of the sick woman. 

" What are you doing here ? " demanded 
Hester Brake. ** Have I not given orders, 
days ago, you should not be admitted to this 
room ? Are you not always a terror to me — 
a living horror I cannot bear to meet ? " 

"Young Mrs. Brake was called away a 
moment since. She did not wish you to be 
left. I was at hand," exclaimed Mrs. Chad- 
derton, unmoved by Hester Brake's strong 
condemnation of her; "and Mrs. Lucy will 
not be very long." 

" Where is Kitty ? " 

"Asleep. I would not have her disturbed 
by any one," was the deep response. " It is 
the only rest which the poor child may get 
to-night." 

"Poor Kitty! Yes, But," she said in a 
tone less firm, " you must not stop with me. 
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I would rather lie here alone until Lucy 
returns/' 

" I will go," said the housekeeper. " Heaven 
forbid I should in any way distress you. But 
will you tell me why you hate me ? or what 
harm, in any way, at any time of my life, I 
have done to you? I may have done you 
harm some years ago, when I was bad ; but 
oh ! I don't remember it. Yours is not a face 
belonging to bad times." 

" When you were bad ! " said Hester Brake, 
with bitter irony. 

*'Yes, Miss Brake, for you know what I 
was, I dare say." 

" I am content in knowing what you are. 
Pray go. And if you have any wish to do me 
service " 

" As I have ! " came the quick interruption; 
" and if it is only in my power to do it." 

'* Then keep away for ever after this — ^from 
me," murmured Hester. " Don't let me see 
you in this life again. I shall not trouble 
you long. And you stand before me like a 
spectre which I cannot face." 

" Why ? Please tell me why, Miss Brak6," 
she urged again. " If you only would do that ! " 
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^^John Woodhatcli will tell you soon 
enough." 

"VeryweU/' 

Mrs. Chadderton walked away from the 
bedside with her gaze directed towards the 
carpet. As she passed round behind the cur- 
tains at the bed's foot, and which were drawn 
closely and hid her from the sick woman, she 
came to a full stop, and Hester Brake waited 
in vain for the clicking of the door lock that 
should tell of the housekeeper's departure. 
It was a painful suspense which might have 
tried the nerves of one in fall health and 
vigour, and suspectful of the person unseen 
in the background; but Hester Brake lay 
very still, and with her dark eyes watchful 
and wondering, but hardly betraying any fear 
of what might follow this. 

Her faintly beating heart stirred more, 
perhaps, as Mrs. Chadderton's shght figure 
once again appeared, and this time advancing 
towards her, not moving away, as Hester had 
adjured her, and as she had promised that she 
would. 

Mrs. Chadderton's face was very white and 
lined — seemed, as it were, to have taken ten 
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years more of age upon it, and twenty years 
more of grief and misery, as she returned to 
her old place at the bedside and looked down 
on Hester Brake." 

"I shall see you no more," she cried; 
^' and this is the last time you and I are to 
meet in this world. You say so ? " 

" Yes. I say it — I hope it, Mrs. Chadder- 
ton ; but I am very powerless." 

"Your wish is law with me," repUed the 
housekeeper. 

" I wish it, then." 

" Then listen to me for one moment." 
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BETTER FBIENDS. 



It was a strange meeting between two women 
more than commonly strange in themselves. 
The red sun had sunk behind the farm, and 
the low-ceilinged room was full of shadows ; 
the housekeeper's figm-e, bending over the bed 
wherein lay Hester Brake, seemed steeped in 
blackness and ominous of evil. But they were 
not words of evil, or menace, which escaped 
Mrs. Chadderton at that time, and they were 
trembling lips through which they stole. 

^^ I am to see you no more ; I am to go 
from you. You feel I am not worthy in any 
way to stand in the sight of a good woman,'' 
said the housekeeper, speaking very hurriedly ; 
** and so be it, madam. It is just enough. I 
have not a word to say against it. I have 
been very bad. I should not be much better 
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now if turned away from this place. But vile 
as I have been, and I am, let me say with all 
my soul, God bless you. God take you in His 
keeping when your time comes." 

One hand of Hester Brake's lay outside the 
coverlet, and Mrs. Chadderton stooped and 
kissed it, and left hot tears upon it, before she 
hastily brushed them away with her own hard 
hand. 

" Why should you bless me ? " said Hester 
wonderingly. '* What have I done ? " 

"You do not know? You have never 
guessed ? ' ' was the quick inquiry. 

" I have never guessed." 

" Oh, then, I am glad to tell you, if you will 
let me. I am glad to thank you — ^would be 
glad to die for you, as I told the parson down- 
stairs, if I could only change places here. 
For," she added, *' you have taken care of 
Kitty, watched over her, trained her, made 
her the good girl she is, and — I am Kitty's 
mother ! " 

She bowed her head so low that it was 
buried in the pillow of the bed, which shook 
for a moment with her strong emotion. The 
hand of the sick woman had great difficulty 
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in resting on the thick grey hair of the 
housekeeper, but it stole there in sympathy 
T?ith her grief, in token of a better feeling for 
her. 

" Courage, Mrs. Chadderton," said Hester. 
** I did not know anything of this." 

**How should you? " was the rejoinder, as 
the speaker recovered herself, and stood back 
a little from the invalid. 

'' Does John Woodhatch ? *' 

" Yes.'' 

"And Kitty herself?" 

" Oh no, no ; she will never know it ! " 
exclaimed Mrs. Chadderton ; " she must never 
know it now. I am not fit for her in any 
way." 

" She would be glad to learn the truth," 
said Hester ; " it would be a new beginning 
to her life when I am gone." 

" Madam, do not speak of it." 

"Very well." 

" Leave Kitty to me, to the master of this 
house," said the housekeeper. "Should it 
seem best at any time to tell her, it is my 
right ; and on my knees, and in my own poor 
way, will I confess it. And," she continued, 
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^^that time may never come — may for ever 
lie back from me, like Heaven, a something I 
dare never dream of." 

'* Being so very bad, you mean ? " inquired 
Hester faintly. 

*^ Being so much in her way as 1 should 
be," replied Ann Chadderton, " and as I never 
will be, so help my God. I deserted her when 
she was a child; when I would have gone 
back, I was locked up in prison away from 
her ; and when I was free, she was in vile 
hands and beyond my power, till he found 
me out and saved her for me." 

'' John Woodhatch ? " 

^* Yes, the master." 

*' Yes, the master," repeated Miss Brake, 
" whom you will always serve faithfully ? " 

"You need not ask me that," said the 
housekeeper. 

" No. Only remember that. For there is 
trouble coming, and he will need his friends 
about him." 

"I will leave you, madam," said Mrs. 
Chadderton, after pausing for a moment as if 
to consider the meaning of the sick woman^s 
warning; "and for your kind words, my 
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thanks. Let me say I am sorry you disliked 
me, for you were to me the saviour of my 
child, the teacher to her of what was right, 
when she had only known the wrong. I thank 
you, Miss Brake, for aU." 

She was withdrawing very quickly and 
noiselessly, when Hester's sharp voice said — 

" Stay.'' 

Mrs. Chadderton was motionless again at 
this command. 

" ShaU I teU you why I did not like you ? " 
said the weak voice from the hed. 

" If you please." 

" Would you care to know ? " 

'* I should have been glad to know when 
you j&rst came, for I would have tried to 
alter," was the answer ; ** now it does not 
matter. You have let me speak to you, and 
you have spoken kindly in return ; I will not 
weary you by stopping longer. I will say 
God bless you, and go." 

" One moment. We may not meet again ; 
or we may at the judgment, you and I." 

'*Wemay." 

" I will tell you why, from the first, I have 
suspected you." 
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Mrs. Ohadderton waited, with her thin 
hands clasped together. 

" For years you have known who killed my 
brother Morris ; for years you have not made 
one single step to proclaim the murderer,'' 
said Miss Brake ; and for an instant it seemed 
as if there were a new strength in -her, and 
she had power to raise herseK in bed to make 
this accusation. 

*^ I have not known," replied the house- 
keeper ; *' I — I only thought I knew." 

*' You were sitting up that night ; you were 
waiting for some one to return to the farm — 
you were expecting some one who came later 
on," said Miss Brake. 

Mrs. Ohadderton nodded gravely. 

*' It is quite true," she said. " Who has 
told you ? " 

**The old man who died at the cottages 
beyond the farm — Spikins." 

** A terrible man ! " muttered Mrs. Ohadder- 
ton, **whom no kindness ever softened or 
pity touched. He knew, then ? " 

"Yes." 

" He never said a word to me." 
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** He suspected you as well." 

" He suspected everybody," was the moody 
answer ; " it was his nature. But he was not 
at the farm that night." 

" He was down at Skegs Shore, near the 
parson's house, late in the night, and he saw 
my brother murdered." 

" Don't tell me any more ; I do not wish to 
hear it. I will not be a witness against any 
living man to this ! " exclaimed the house- 
keeper. ** He never had a hand in it ; I will 
take his word before them all." 

" Whose word ? " 

Mrs. Chadderton was on her guard at once. 
She had not trusted many people in her life, 
and even this helpless woman should not know 
that she had ever thought John Woodhatoh 
had killed Morris Brake. Something might 
come, even of that. 

Hester looked hard at the housekeeper — a 
shadowy figure, with the dying light of day 
for a background to her; but it was not 
possible to see her face, or guess the trouble 
on it. 

"You thought John Woodhatch killed him 
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perhaps," said the low voice from the bed; 
and Mrs, Chadderton started at this sug- 
gestion. 

^^ Forgive me, madam ; but I will not speak 
of it." 

^^ Had he killed my brother, you would not 
have betrayed him ? " was the curious inquiry. 

** No, I would not," the housekeeper an- 
swered readily, 

*^ Yes, you are faithful," murmured Hester ; 
^' and poor John will not lack a trusty servant 
whilst you live. But he did not kill my 
brother." 

" Thank Heaven ! " exclaimed Mrs. Chad- 
derton. "I — ^I mean Heaven knows he did 
not." 

"Thank Heaven, too," said Hester; '^it 
would shatter every hope in human worth, or 
man's repentance, to have such ill brought 
home to him. Go now, please." 

The housekeeper passed from the room 
without another word, and some distance 
down the corridor she met Lucy Brake 
advancing. 

"Is she sleeping still ? " asked Lucy 
anxiously, as they approached each other. 
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*^ No, she is awake," was the reply. 

" And at rest ? " 

"The rest to Hester Brake will not come 
in this life," muttered the housekeeper, as she 
passed on. 
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CHAPTEE XVII, 



Reuben's return. 



Meanwhile Greg Dorward pursued his master*^ 
business and the even tenor of his way. The- 
tragedy at Farm Forlorn — the grand, old, 
awful tragedy of death — ^was close at hand,, 
but he was to all outward seeming only a calm 
spectator of its advance. He sat on the back. 
benches, patient and watchful, one of a crowd,, 
as it were, removed from active participation 
in the scenes and characters of a busy drama,, 
but none the less he was deeply interested in 
its progress, and wondered not a little how 
it would end, and in what way it would affect 
him. There had been many changes of late, 
and he had been affected by them already; 
his whole life had been changed for that 
matter, and the current of his thoughts had 
drifted him into a new channel, and would 
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have been stroDg and deep enough to whirl 
him away had he been a weaker man. 

But time had made of this reformatory waif 
a man of iron nerve — one who could disguise 
his anxieties, subdue his emotions, and be 
to most folk who encountered him a grave, 
business-like, every-day fellow, with nothing 
on his mind to trouble him. Perhaps his early 
training, his callousness, born of the neglect, 
ill treatment, crime he had encountered, was 
responsible for this accomplishment — ^for an 
enviable accompUshment it is, when one's way 
in life is not as straight or free from pitfalls 
as it should be, and there is more to meet on 
the road than simple-minded people dream or 
honest souls suspect. 

But the world had changed with Greg, and 
for the worse. He was sure it was for the 
-worse, though no one had much to say about 
it, or comment upon it. He had loved one 
woman, and been rejected by another whom 
he only loved a Httle, and after a fashion of 
his own, and there was a third woman, sick 
xmto death, who had brought this change to 
pass. They were all very silent about the 
house-place — even Kitty, who seemed to think 
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tut Kttle of him, and let him go his way, aff 
though the end had come of any interest in 
" that future which he had sketched out with so 
firm a hand for himself. 

But he knew the end had not come, and 
that there was more to follow. No one better 
than he knew this, unless it was John Wood- 
hatch or Hester Brake. And what would 
follow must afifect the master's future as 
well as his own, and Greg Dorward must ba 
prepared, if possible, for change, even for 
revolution. 

And he, in his self-confidence — ^which wa& 
immeasurable — thought he was prepared, and 
bided the time which was approaching. The 
storm would come, but he would weather it ; 
it would affect other lives more than his own^ 
and so much the worse for other lives, his 
being strong and storm-proof. What would 
be the end of it he did not know : he would 
have been more content if he could have 
guessed, but in whatever way the mystery 
worked itself out, he was sure — almost sure ! 
— that harm, moral or material, would not 
remain with him. 

He won the approbation of John Wood- 
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hatch at this juncture by attending strictly 
to business, and not leaving a stone unturned 
%v^hich would result in an advantage to his 
principal. He put, as John Woodhatch con- 
sidered, his love troubles completely on one 
feide, and allowed them not to disturb him at 
the markets or on the farm lands; he was 
content to wait, and he had not a word to 
say against his ill luck. Just the character 
which John Woodhatch admired, and had 
always admired — as Greg Dorward knew as 
Well as he. 

Still, despite the equanimity, or the false 
equanimity, of* Greg, there were various 
matters to perplex him. One question in 
particular came uppermost more often than 
he could wish. What was to become of this 
Tolland's farm, which had been bought and 
stocked by John Woodhatch so that two 
young persons might begin life together? 
They had been summarily set apart, but the 
patron thought that all would come right in 
time; and though Greg helped him to this 
impression, it was not the conviction of the 
younger man. Greg had taken Kitty's de- 
cision as final ; he knew Elitty better than 
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the rest of them ; he was, even in his hearti 
a little afraid of her and of any strange turn 
which she might make at any moment, con« 
fasingy perhaps confounding, all his calcula* 
tions. 

He was not fond of Farm Forlorn at this 
period; he was glad when business took him 
away from it and set him galloping across the 
country, for on horseback he was at his best, 
and troubled less by his own surmises. He 
did not even care to see Lucy ; she reminded 
him of his one folly, of the poor ambition 
which had come to nothing, and disturbed 
him more than most things. He preferred 
meeting Kitty to facing Lucy Brake now; 
although grave and thoughtful, she was good 
friends with him, to show it was not jealousy 
which had led her to cancel the engagement. 
But, as we have intimated, he was a little afraid 
of Kitty and in what way she might act. 
She had parted with him for his own sake, 
so that his existence might be brighter and 
clearer, without the little black speck of her 
presence upon it ; and in his heart he should 
be grateful for the sacrifice, and hoped he wa&, 
although doubting if Kitty Vanch had acted 
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for the best ; if it was really for the best that 
this futhM Mend — ^this " old pal " from the 
streels who had always stuck to him — should 
flhrinlr from becoming his wife and prefer any 
life to life with him. Was she far-seeing too 
— more far-seeing than himself, even — and 
knew too weU, and by a strange foreknow- 
ledge, how it would end ? 

Every time that Greg returned to Farm 
Porlom he expected to find the white blinds 
drawn down before the windows, significant 
of one more " poor sister " passed away ; but 
day followed day without much change, with- 
out much news, save that Hester was slowly 
sinking and might die at any moment, accord- 
ing to the doctor's prophecy. Greg did not 
own it, but there was a feeling of disappoint- 
ment at times when he came round the bend 
of tiie road and saw the windows bright and 
open still, and aU as he had left it in the 
morning. The waiting was long, an*d real life 
coidd not begin for axiy of them at the faim 
till Miss Brake was dead ; and die she would 
not in a hurry to oblige Greg Dorward, that 
seemed pretty evident. 

The end was nearer than he fancied, how- 
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ever, and one Friday — an unlucky Friday ! — 
when lie came at a swift pace on horseback 
once more to the old quarters, the sands were 
filtering but a few more grains through the 
frail glass of life. At the farmhouse gate he 
was met by a surprise. Prepared for a great 
many things, he had not been prepared for 
this ; and it was like a warning to him not 
to reckon too implicitly on the course which 
the current might take, when the banks were 
broken and the torrent dashing through* 

It was a minor surprise, but it set Greg 
Dorward thinking : the surprise of the appear- 
ance of Eeuben Fladge, standing there with 
his hands in his pockets and the old grin 
upon his face, as though he had never been 
dismissed from Farm Forlorn, for working in 
the dark against its master; as though his 
wild, nomadic life afterwards had been a 
dream; as though he had never been set to 
mind Tolland's farm after Spikins's death. 

"Fladge ! " he exclaimed, as he leapt from 
the saddle, and his old companion reached out 
his big hand towards the bridle of the horse > 
*^ what has brought you here ? " 

" Master sent for me this morning." 
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*' From Tolland's farm? ^' 

" Ay, that's it ; " and Madge threw his head 
l)ack and laughed in his old manner agaia. 

This haKrwitted fellow had gone back five 
years of his life, surely. Never did those 
years seem more like a bad dream to Fladge 
than with himseK at Skegs Shore again, and 
at his post. Never in all his life had he felt 
more proud and happy, and inclined to roar 
with laughter at his happiness; and then 
break down like a blubbering schoolboy, being 
confased and wild, and not realizing the new 
position yet. 

"Has anything happened? " Greg inquired. 

" No. He wanted me, and here I be.. 
Ho, ho ! " 

** And how long are you to remain, Fladge ? 
How will you get back to Tolland's to-night ? '^ 
asked Greg. 

"I'm not going back no more," cried 
Fladge; "I'm here for good! He takes me 
back without a word — ^without a hard word to 
say again me ; jest as I was, when you were 
no more than a kid. Think of that ! " 

" I. am thinking of it," replied Greg slowly. 

" They said," remarked Fladge, dropping 
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his voice into a husky whisper, as they passed 
into the stable-yard, "that the master never 
forgave; but he does — of course he does I 
Look at me, Mr. Greg. Just see I " 

"Yes, but don't make that infernal noise," 
cried Greg. 

"I can't help it," answered Fladge; "Tm 
not settled down. When he sent word I was 
to come, I thought I should have gone clean, 
raving mad for joy. Only to fancy I'm back 
again," he cried, as he led Greg's horse into 
the stable, where Greg followed him, still 
anxious for a clearer light upon the case. 

"Did he say why he wanted you?" in- 
quired Greg. 

" No." 

" Have you asked him to come back ? " 

" I durstn't," said Fladge. " I thought it 
was settled clean I • shouldn't be in this house 
again; that he never, never would do any- 
thing but hate me. I didn't expect it, 
Master Greg — ^I didn't for a blessed moment, 
even." 

" I suppose not." 

"He thought I killed Morris Brake. He 
thought the very worst of me." 
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" He did." 

" And isn't it like the five years back too,, 
now ? Lord's sakes, it's awful like, ho 1 ho, 
ho ! " Fladge cried. " And the parson and his- 
daughter in the house, jest as it was. All but 
Morris. He can't come back — no more." 

" Do you wish he could, Fladge ? " 

*^Yes." 

" So do I." 

And then Greg Dorward walked away, and 
left this new prodigal to attend to his horse^ 
and exult by himself at the great change. 
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CHAPTEE XVIII. 

AT LAST. 

When Greg entered the farm parlour, he 
found the occupants were Lucy Brake, her 
father, and Kitty. They were sitting very 
grave and silent, as if waiting for something 
or some one; the tea-things were on the 
table, and an urn smoking vigorously. Perhaps 
they were only waiting tea for John Wood- 
liatch ! 

Were Greg's nerves quite so completely 
at his own command that day, or was he 
more than usually acute, to fancy there was 
a something in their looks and manners 
foreign to their ordinary moods ? 

There were no books or work about ; the 
three inmates of the parlour were simply 
sitting still that afternoon, and with faces 
which had a story to tell. 
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^^ Good afternoon," he said, ^^ How is 
Miss Brake ? " 

*^ Miss Brake is warse," answered Mr. 
Larcom, for the trio ; " much warse." 

^^That is bad news," said Greg. Then he 
glanced towards Kitty, whom he thought it 
strange also to find in the room — ^who surely 
should have been, by her mistress's side in the 
last awful hour when the night closes in for 
humanity. 

^^ Yes, it is bad news," replied Kitty, as she 
met his glaince; and then her lips quivered, 
and she was silent, 

'^Has Mr, Woodhatch been sent for?" 
asked Greg. 

*^He has not left the hoose-place to-day," 
Mr. Larcom answered; *^not stirred a foot 
from the farm." 

*^ Where is he, then?" asked Greg 
anxiously. 

^^ Oh ! oopstairs with her. She will have 
no one else, see no one else, aUow no human 
being to come witheen fifty yards of her," 
said Mr. Larcom tetchily ; *^ not even a 
meenester of the Garspel, who would be of 
no small sarveece to her, posseebly, at such a 
time as this." 
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" Where are the doctors ? " asked Greg, as 
if the idea had struck him suddenly that the 
doctors might be of more service to Miss 
Brake in the present emergency than Alec 
Larcom or John Woodhatch. But this was 
not in his thoughts, although the Methodist 
thought it was, and scowled at him from 
under his shaggy grey brows. 

" They've gone I " cried Kitty ; " oh ! they 
have given her up — ^they can do no more. The 
only friend I have ever had is lost to me." 

"Ye've lots of freends, garl," muttered 
Mr. Larcom; but Kitty shrugged her shoulders, 
as though that remark was open to question 
had she been disposed to argue with him. 
Greg meanwhile had sat down apart from the 
rest, with his face averted from them, and.his 
gaze directed to the fireplace, where some 
paper-work from Kitty Vanch's deft fingers 
was displayed by way of summer decoration. 

" Mr. Woodhatch has known Miss Brake 
a great many years, has he not ? " Greg asked, 
after a short silence. 

*^ A great many," answered Lucy. 

" She will leave him all her money," said 
Greg Dorward, with a short, hard laugh, as 
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strangely out of place as his remark, which 
certainly staggered Mr. Larcom by its sudden- 
ness. 

" Do ye theenk that, Greg ? What's put that 
notion into yeer head ? " he inquired. " Have 
ye heard anything aboot it ? '' 

"I don't know anything," was the absent 
answer. 

"John's reech enough without her money. 
And what he has, he does not make good use 
of," said Mr. Larcom: ^'he wastes an awful 
heap of it on people who don't deeserve it. He 
always did." 

*^ He wastes it on the vile and criminal, 
you mean," replied Greg, half absently still, 
but with a ring of bitter satire in his words ; 
" on those who reward his efforts for their 
good by sinking deeper into evil — who, for the 
blessing he would bring to them, give back a 
curse. Like Kitty and me ! " 

" No, no " cried Kitty. She had risen, 

and was standing by the door, to which she 
had crossed when arrested by Greg's words. 
*^ That is not true. We bring no curse to him." 

" Ay, but there's some truth in what Greg 
says," remarked Mr. Larcom, " and that is 

VOL. III. F 
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what I eemplied in part — not meaning ye or 
Kitty, though. Gard forbeed." 

" We are the bright examples," muttered 
Greg ; " that is very evident." 

^*I'm sure ye are," said Mr. Larcom. "I 
was not theenking of either of ye two, don't 
famcy it. I'm not quite a brute, Greg 
Darward." 

" I am glad to hear it." 

Mr. Larcom came to Greg's side and put his 
big hand on his shoulder. 

"What's come to ye, Greg, to-day?" he 
asked ; "ye are not aften like this." 

" I don't know," answered Greg more 
graciously ; " I am tired and out of temper. 
Don't mind me, Mr. Larcom." 

Kitty listened to his reply, and then went 
out of the room. Lucy looked from him to 
her father, but did not intrude upon their 
conversation. 

"I have affended ye, Greg," Mr. Larcom 
continued ; " and though I say hard wards, 
I don't go oot of my way to give any man 
affance. It is not the priveleege of my 
affice." 

"It shouldn't be," said Greg. 
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"It is not." 

Greg stared harder than ever at Kitty's fire 
ornament, as he said— 

"Whom were you thinking of, when you 
said Mr. Woodhatch wasted his money ? " 

" I was theenking of one or two who have 
gane away from here in John Woodhatch' s 
time and mine," replied the parson. 

"Were you thinking of Spikins for one ? " 

" No. Though he was not a good sparce- 
men, I take it." 

" A man who died with a lie in his mouth, 
Fladge tells me," said Greg. "But, then, 
Fladge is a strange beast, too." 

"He came here this afternoon. He has 
retoomed for good," commented Mr. Larcom. 

"For good!" echoed Greg; "yes, he 
says so." 

The door opened again, and he looked round 
with a start, as though his nerves we7^e un- 
strung that evening. It was Kitty who re- 
entered, and to whom Lucy cried — 

" How is she now ? Will she see me ? " 

" Not yet," answered Kitty. 

" Is Mr. Woodhatch with her still? " asked 
the parson. 
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"Yes; he is writing to her dictation, I 
think, and he reads at times to her what he 
has written," answered Kitty, whose face was 
very white and rigid, as though the near 
approach of death had scared her. Greg,, 
looking keenly at her, saw this; Lucy and 
her father had only glanced in her direction. 

" She's making anoother will," almost 
moaned Mr. Larcom ; " and taking no one's 
adveece but John's ; and a more unprarctical 
man does not exeest on martal earth. Now, 
if " 

" Eatty, what is the matter ? " exclaimed 
Lucy, springing up with a haK-scream, a& 
Kitty reeled slightly, and put her hand against 
the wall to save herself from falling. 

" Nothing, nothing," answerisd the girl; "I 
shall be better in a minute. It is so close at 
hand ! " 

"It is our coommon inhereetance," mut- 
tered Mr. Larcom, repeating mechanically 
one of the stock phrases of his calling; "we- 
have no need to be afraid of death." 

The door opened again sharply, and once 
more Greg Dorward started and looked over 
his shoulder towards the new-comer, rather 
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than at the old sweetheart, who had been 
alarmed at the oncoming of God's messenger. 
This time it was Mrs. Chadderton who en- 
tered, with an addition to the tea eqnipage. 
She was at Kitty's side at once, and looking 
steadfastly into her face. 

" You are not well, Miss Vanch," she said. 

" No — ^yes, thank you ; I shall be better in 
a minute," answered Kitty. 

"You have been too constant in yom- at- 
tention to your mistress ; you have worn 
yourself out," said Mrs. Chadderton ; " and — 
and if you will allow me to say so " 

" I am very strong," answered Kitty. 

"How is Miss Brake now?" asked the 
housekeeper. 

" Worse. She is raving mad again ! " said 
Kitty with a shudder. 

"Poor lady! was she ever very sane, I 
wonder ? " said Greg Dorward. " I should be 
glad to see her, if I might be permitted, at 
the last." 

" God answers sharp and sudden on some 
prayers," a great writer has told us before this; 
and with a suddenness that was remarkable, a 
maidservant of the farm opened the door 
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immediately the words had escaped Greg, and 
said — 

" If you please, Mr. Woodhatch wishes to 
know if Mr. Dorward has come back ? *' 

^^ Did you not tell him ? " asked Greg of 
Kitty. 

*' No," was the slow reply. 

" Yes, I am back, you see," he said, spread- 
ing his hands before the fireplace, as though 
a fire was there and he was cold. 

" Will you please to step upstairs, Mr. 
Dorward?" 

"Upstairs?" said Greg, rising to his feet; 
^ ' certainly. Does Mr. Woodhatch wish to 
see me?" 

*^ Miss Brake wishes to see you, sir." 

"Indeed!" 

He straightened himself as though cramped 
by sitting in one attitude so long, and looked 
fi-om Alec Larcom to his daughter Lucy, 
thence to Mrs. Chadderton and her unac- 
knowledged daughter Kitty, dwelling longest 
on the last face, as if endeavouring to read 
there something which was written for his 
behoof alone, imless the big, dark eyes de- 
ceived him very much. After this he went 
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steadily out of the room, and Kitty followed 
him, despite her new weakness, and a hand 
that had been suddenly put forth to restrain 
her by Mrs. Chadderton. 

"Greg, Greg," she exclaimed in the cor- 
ridor, and in an excited whisper, J ' don't go 
upstairs to-night ! ' ' 

He stopped and looked hard into her face. 

" Why do you ask me not to go ? " 

" For your own sake." 

"I have seen women die before," he an- 
swered. "It is not the first time, Kitty, in 
our Kves that we have seen the dead or dying. 
They went off pretty quickly at Bolter's 
Rents, didn't they ? " 

"Why do you speak of Bolter's Eents 
to-night ? " 

" I am so close to them," he answered. 

" No, no ; God forbid ! " 

"Very close," he added, as he moved on 
with Kitty's hold upon his arm. 

" You mZZ go, then ? " 

" Yes ; what have I to fear ? " 

" Everything. Be on your guard, my poor 
Greg, for God's sake ! " 

Then Kitty left him — went with a rush and 
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a stifled cry away from him, and he looked 
after her in a stupefied way for an instant 
before resuming his progress upstairs. As the 
daylight fell upon him from the windows of 
the corridor, it seemed a sad face enough, 
with a new resolve upon it, which gathered 
strength with every step he took. He did not 
falter in any way, but went on steadily to the 
door of the sick-room. Here he knocked and 
waited, Ustening to the heavy footsteps of 
John Woodhatch crossing the room to admit 
him. The door opened, and the master of 
Farm Forlorn stood in the entry, looking as 
stern and grave as he who stood on the 
threshold for admittance. 

''You sent for me, Mr. Woodhatch," said 
Greg. 

''Miss Brake did — not I," answered Wood- 
hatch ; " you do not mind seeing her ? " 

"No. I have been saying downstairs that 
I should be glad to see her once more in this 
life." 

" Come in, then." 

John Woodhatch put out his strong hand 
and took Greg Dorwafd by the wrist, and, after 
closing the door behind him, led him into the 
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room like a little child wlio might not know 
his way, or who wanted guidance terribly, or 
who he fancied might break from him, and 
run shrieking from the house did he not 
hold him fast. Strange it was, the action — 
stranger still, that at that moment it should 
have reminded Greg of the old days when 
John Woodhatch brought him from the re- 
formatory at Fretwell's into the sunshine 
beyond his prison school, and went with him 
to Farm Forlorn. 

They crossed the room together, they faced 
a thin, ghastly figure, propped up by cushions 
in the bed — a woman with deep dark rings 
underneath her eyes, which were large and 
black and lustrous, and with the dread seal 
of coming death upon her. 

" Hester, he has come." 

"I see," she whispered back; '^ now ask 
him!" 

"Now?" 

'^Yes — at once." 

" Greg," said John Woodhatch, in a deep 
hoarse voice ; " this poor dying woman 
charges you with the murder of her brother 
Morris. Is that true ? " 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 



PABTING. 



Despite the afternoon sun still shining in the 
room, the scene verged closely upon tragedy. 
The tall figure of the farmer, with his clear 
grey eyes fixed upon his favomite pupil ; Greg 
standing unmoved, and with his gaze directed 
towards the woman in the bed, who had 
brought this awful charge against him in her 
dying hours ; and the woman staring back at 
him, judge and accuser in one, and with no 
atom of behef in the innocence of him whom 
she accused. 

"Is that true?'' John Woodhatch had 
asked, as if he had not put credence in her 
story ; and Greg Dorward answered, without a 
quaver in his voice — 

" It is not true ! " 

It was remarkable, there was no response 
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in any way to his denial of the crime, only a 
solemn silence more embarrassing, more awful 
than any comment which at that time might 
have been made, or any loud-voiced disbelief 
of his assertion. They were both looking at 
him — that was all. The eyes of Hester Brake 
were diflSicult to confront for long ; he looked 
away at last, turning to John Woodhatch, as 
it were, for an explanation. 

*^ Who charges me ? " he asked ; " what has 
suggested such an accusation ? " 

" She has known it for some time, she says, 

" Is it possible you can think so, madam ? '^ 
he asked, turning to Miss Brake again. " Have 
you considered the terrible position in which 
you place me ? When your brother died I 
was a lad. I had been here only a day or 
two. I scarcely knew your brother." 

" But you kiUed him ? " 

He turned once more to John Woodhatch, 
and raised his shoulders slightly, as a French- 
man might have done. 

" Can I reason with her, sir ? " he said in 
a low voice ; "is it worth while, poor lady, 
now?" 
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" Hardly." 

The answer came in a deep, sonorous voice ; 
there was no ring of sympathy in it, no toucli 
of feeKng for Greg Dorward's position, accused 
of murder as he was by one sick and half- 
distraught, whose life had been a series of 
suspicions of her kind, and was djdng out in 
the same miserable manner. Greg was sur- 
prised ; he had looked for help, for confidence 
from the master, not for want of faith so soon. 

'' Miss Brake has been led away by some 
wild tale or other. Who is my accuser ? " he 
asked. ^' Who has had a word to say against 
me, and hides behind so weak a woman as 
this?" 

He spoke almost contemptuously of the frail 
figure at which he gazed again, and John 
Woodhatch answered for her. 

" Spikins told her," he said. 

*^ And was Spikins a man to be believed? 
What did he know of me ? " 

^' He was a man who had much to say 
about Morris Brake, at the last," was John 
Woodhatch's reply. 

^* I would not have taken his word against 
the life of a sparrow," answered Greg. 
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" Neither would I," repKed the farmer. 

*^I knew 5^ou would not," exclaimed 
Greg. 

"Without proof," added John Wood- 
hatch. 

** He has no proof of my connection with so 
horrible a deed, it is not likely ; it is monstrous 
to. consider it likely," Greg exclaimed, with 
new fervour. 

Still John Woodhatch did not appear to be 
moved by Greg's declamation, although he 
did not betray in any way, unless by his grave, 
almost stoical demeanour, any actual doubt of 
Greg. He was in the chamber of the dying, 
and might think it better to moderate his 
words and looks in the presence of one 
passing away from the wprld. But he might 
have convinced her, by a little effort, thought 
Greg, of the improbability of the whole story, 
and of the indifferent character of him who 
had invented it. 

*^Tell him all," said the faint voice of 
Hester Brake. 

" Not here. Not now," answered John 
Woodhatch ; " it is too late to speak of it 
before you." 
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*^ He says he did not kill my brother," she 
murmured; "if after all I should have been 
deceived, John ? " 

" Then he will forgive you, I am sure. But 
I would be glad to hear you say, Hester, at 
the last," he answered, " that if he were even 
guilty you could forgive him. He was only a 
boy. There might have been a reason for it 
all; it might not have been even murder, 
judged by human error or temptation. Who 
knows, but God and this poor fellow here ? " 

His broad hand rested heavily on Greg 
Dorwards shoulder — so heavily that Greg 
shrank a Uttle from it in his first surprise. 

. '* Let him tell me the truth," she murmured, 
*^ and I may forgive even him." 

" I have nothing to tell," answered Greg ; 
*^I did not murder your brother, I swear by 
the hving God." 

Again followed the solemn silence which 
had perplexed him at the beginning of the 
interview — the strange, steady looks towards 
him, with never a word of comfort to him to 
show his protests had affected his listeners, 
or were to be beheved. 

John Woodhatch spoke at last. 
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" That will do, Greg," he said. " Later on, 
in the night, we will talk of this again ; you 
and I together." 

" Very weU. But " 

'^ But this suffering woman must depart in 
peace," he said. '^ The end is near, and time 
is precious with her." 

John Woodhatch pointed to the door, and 
Greg Dorward bowed his head and walked 
slowly towards it. It had been a brief, strange 
interview, by which he had not profited — by 
which he was even bewildered. What did 
they know — ^what did they think they knew — 
to look at him with those great glassy eyes, in 
which no love for him, no hope for him, seemed 
for one instant to dwell ? It was impossible 
they could say one word to tarnish the good 
name which he, by dint of honest persever- 
ance, had earned at Skegs Shore. It was aU 
a mistake. 

As the door closed on him, Hester Brake 
looked towards John Woodhatch. 

" So the miserable story ends, Hester," he 
said ; *Met us not speak of it again." 

"But '' 

" You promised me." 
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^^ Ah ! well, I leave it in your hands/' 
answered Hester, ^^ knowing I can trust you." 

''Leaving me to act as I please?'' he 
asked. 

'' As you please — yes." 

'' I will do my best." 

'' Good friend. You always did, you always 
will," she murmured. 

'* Oh, I will not say as much as that. It is 
a long distance to the end of a man's promise, 
and I am not a hero," he said moodily. 

[^ You will be always strong and just," she 
said with a sigh ; " I am very sure of that- 
Where is Lucy Brake ? " 

'*Do 3'ou wish to see her?" John Wood- 
hatch inquired. 

*' Yes." 

*' I will fetch her to jou." 

** Thank you ! " she replied ; " I should like 
to see her for a little while. Not for long." 

'' ^or 

'* And you will come back soon? l''ou are 
not going to stop away from me at the last ? '* 
she said, half fretfully. 

** I will return when you wish, Hester.'^ 

" In half an hour, tlxen/' 
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When he was at the door he paused 
again. 

"You will not distress Lucy, or yourself, 
by further talk concerning Morris ? " he said. 

" Have I not said I leave the rest in your 
hands?" 

" Yes." 

" Trust me for a Httle while longer, John,'* 
she remarked; " I will not distress this Lucy 
of whom you think so much." 

"She is a weak and excitable little woman," 
answered John. "Poor Lucy! it will be so 
much fresh misery for her, when the time 
comes to tell her the truth." 

" After all, the decision is with her. Moms 
was her loss, more than mine. She will think 
it justice her husband's murder should be 
avenged." 

"I am no avenger," muttered John Wood- 
hatch ; " and," he added, " I have not said I 
beheve this story." 

"The proofs are with you." 

"They will be before the night closes." 

"Ah! before the night closes," repeated 
Hester Brake. 

John Woodhatch withdrew, and presently 

VOL. III. o 
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Lucy stole into the room and took her place 
at the bedside. But Hester Brake was not 
conscious of her sister-in-law's presence ; she 
had fallen asleep the instant after John 
Woodhatch had quitted her, and though the 
sleep was restless and spasmodic, Lucy 
decided on not awakening her. It was better 
the sick woman should rest, she thought. 
Hester Brake opened her eyes some twenty 
minutes later, and regarded, almost with 
surprise, the young woman by her bedside. 
She had forgotten she had sent for her ; she 
only remembered that one old friend was 
missing from the room. 

" Where is John ? " she asked, in a voice 
that was very weak. 

*^He is downstairs. You sent for me, he 
said." 

^^Kitty Vanch, isit?" 

" No — ^Lucy. I am Lucy ; don't you know 
me ? " asked the widow, bending more closely 
over her. 

"Ah! yes; we haven't loved each other 
very much, have we ? " 

" We have not understood each other ; that 
was all," was the reply. 
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" If I have been unjust to you in any way, 
I am very sorry." 

" Pray, do not think of me ; I was not just 
myself." 

" You will think of John Woodhatch 
presently. And love him if you can. And 
tell him some long day hence, Lucy," she 
murmured, "that I — have loved him — all 
my wasted life, and he never, never thought 
of me!" 

She closed her eyes with a heavy sigh, as 
though she were tired out, and would sleep 
again before John Woodhatch returned ; and 
Xiucy did not attempt to continue the con- 
versation. There was a dread upon her even 
that Hester Brake might seek to bind her 
hy some promise at the last, and ill might 
come of that. She would be glad when 
John Woodhatch took his place here, as he 
had done for some mysterious reason all the 
•day; she was afraid of Hestei> Brake, and 
•of all that might ensue before the parting 
hour. 

But the hour had come already, and the 
^parting had taken place between them. This 
poor, frail life — wasted it had not been, for 
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all Hester's sorrow over its fancied useless- 
ness — had glided quietly and painlessly away ; 
and Lucy did not know it was the last great 
sleep of all, until she looked at her again and 
saw God's seal upon the white, still face* 
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CHAPTEB XX. 



THE NIOHT WALK. 



OvEB the grief at Farm Forlorn, caused by 
the passing away of Hester Brake from the 
cares and troubles of daily life, we can afford 
to draw the veil. It is enough to state that 
there was real sorrow in the house of mourn- 
ing, and many weeping for the loss of her. 
The strange woman had never secured much 
love for herself; only one had professed to 
love her, and to be grateful for her guidance ; 
and, almost against her will, she had brought 
discord into the lives of those by whom she 
Jiad been surrounded. She had meant all for 
the best ; she had despised hypocrisy, and set 
herself to baffle it ; she had been irritable, 
suspicious, jealous, and eccentric, by turns ; 
but there were many in Farm Forlorn who 
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heard of her decease with wet eyes and 
quivering hps. 

Kitty was in the dead woman's room^ 
inconsolable. 

"I have lost the one friend I ever had,'' 
she cried; and Mrs, Chadderton leaned over 
her and attempted solace vainly. 

'* God will send you another friend," said 
Mrs. Chadderton ; " you must not grieve too 
much for her." 

'* If I had only seen her at the last ; if they 
had not sent me from her ; if I might have 
told her she was wrong in all her thoughts of 
Greg ! " moaned Kitty to herself; "if I could 
have seen her once more; if she had only 
lived another day ! " 

Greg Dor ward's thoughts were very different 
from these. 

"If she had only died twenty-four hours 
earlier," said Greg moodily to John Wood- 
hatch, when the news was brought to him 
that Hester Brake was dead, " it would have 
been so much the better." 

"For you, or her?" 

" For both of us," was the reply. " I 
should have esteemed her more, and she 
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would not have raked up a terrible story, and 
connected me with it." 

"Shall we speak of it now?" asked 
Woodhatch calmly, 

"Yes, surely," was the quick reply. 

" Let us get out of the house," said the 
farmer ; " there are too many listeners here. 
And time is precious to you." 

Greg looked at his master, but said nothing. 
He was suspected, then, in earnest ; this was 
no delusion, no wild dream of a wild woman. 
Even John Woodhatch believed what Hester 
Brake had told him. And yet how often 
had he spoken disparagingly of her and her 
ideas, setting down the trouble in his house 
at times, the difference between his friends, 
to her sole interference. He did not seem to 
think of this now, or to regard Hester Brake 
in any way save that of one whose word was 
an infallibiHty. 

They passed out of the farmhouse together ; 
it was dark night, with the sky sown thick 
with stars. John Woodhatch looked up at 
them for a moment, as if marvelling at their 
beauty, and then master and pupil were on 
the high-road together. 
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At a short distance from the farm there was 
a figure waiting for them — a shadowy, ungainly 
figure, who, it was evident, was expecting 
them to come that way. 

" Who is this ? " asked Greg suspiciously. 

^*It is Eeuben Fladge," answered John 
Woodhatch; "he has been waiting for 
me," 

It was on Greg's lips to ask a second 
question, but for some unaccountable reason 
he refrained. It was as well not to appear 
too curious, or too suspicious, 

Eeuben Fladge slouched towards them, 
with his head bent down, and his hands 
thrust to the bottoms of his pockets. The 
news had reached him, too, of Miss Brake's 
death. 

" So she's off, sir," he said, when they 
were all three together on the high-road. 

" Yes, Fladge ; she is gone." 

" She was a friend to me. And," he added, 
"I'm awful sorry. It's one good un gone; 
isn't it, Mr. Woodhatch ? " 

"It is." 

"And the good are precious scarce," said 
Fladge, quite philosophically. "A dozen oy 
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two like me might go^ and nobody the wiser 
or the sorrier; but one like her is missed." 

" Yes, Fladge, the good are precious scarce," 
repeated John Woodhatch ironically. 

" When's the funeral ? " 

"The funeral?" 

"It'll be a fine un, I hope," said Fladge, 
^* There should be a rare fuss over her — ^ho, 
ho! — ^if I had anythink to do with it." 

" She is not in her coffin yet," answered the 
master moodily ; " and we are not in a hurry 
to think of her grave." 

They walked on slowly for a few paces, side 
by side; Greg Dorward, the man under 
suspicion, wondering at the other two. 
Suddenly John Woodhatch stopped again, 
and Greg stopped with him ; Fladge plodding 
slowly in advance. 

" Greg," said Woodhatch, " you say it is all 
false, and you have been wrongfully accused ? " 

" I do." 

They went on again. When they had 
overtaken Fladge, John Woodhatch said to 
him, " Do you remember my instructions ? " 

"Every word on 'em, master; to be sure." 

"Then go." 
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Keuben Fladge touched his cap, and with 
long, awkward strides went away down the 
road, and was quickly lost in the darkness. The 
tramp of his receding footsteps was heard 
for a few moments after he had disappeared, 
and it seemed to Greg's quick ears that pre- 
sently he was running. 

Greg Dorward did not ask for an explanation 
of this movement, and afifeoted not to be in- 
terested by it, or to connect it with the charge 
of murder which had been made against him. 
He felt it was all part of the new and lurid 
light in which he stood, however; that in 
some way or other a chance had been oflFered 
him, and he had let it pass, as a chance of 
atonement, or confession, might have been 
offered to a guilty man. 

John Woodhatch explained for himself that 
this was so ; and yet his explanation was more 
of a mystery than ever. 

"I can trust Fladge," he said; "and 
strange it is that poor silly fellow is the only 
one whom I can rely-— on whom we both can 
rely," he added. 

* * Why should I rely on him ? '' asked Greg ; 
*^ in what way does he affect me ? " 
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" Not at all, I hope. Your being innocent 
^nmkes all things dear and straight. Your 
being innocent," he continued — *'why, there 
can possibly come no harm of this. Other- 
wise " 

" Otherwise," repeated Greg, in a low voice. 

" Otherwise it may be — destruction ! " 

Greg did not reply. The mysterious nature 
of the forces opposing him, working against 
him, was beyond his power to fathom j and 
he could not confront that which, at present^ 
was concealed from him. He was at war with 
the dead, not with the Hving, and he could 
not confront them. The old man, Spikins, in 
the churchyard, the woman, still and cold at 
Farm Forlorn, were the enemies of his peace, 
and he knew not what they had said in their 
lifetimes, or why John Woodhatch should put 
Ms trust in them, and keep it from himself. 

He had not long to speculate on this. 

"We will walk by the sea, Greg," said 
Woodhatch, " where there will be no one to 
surprise us." 

" I am quite ready, sir." 

But it was John Woodhatch who was sur- 
prised at Greg Dorward's coolness — ^his im- 
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perturbability. Nothing shook the nerves of 
the young man, who was prepared for ajiy 
revelation. Surely this was conscious in- 
nocence, thought Woodhatch, and all was not 
deceit and bravado. 

They struck off from the high-road by the 
sandy path well known to both of them, as ^a 
short cut to the sea. They did not exchang[e 
another word till the dark sands were beneath 
their feet, and the wind was moaning across 
the sea at them ; where, in the distance, the 
restless, white-crested waves seemed rising up, 
like ghosts, to look at them, and wonder what 
their errand was at that hour. They might 
be speaking in hoarse murmurs of them, too, 
and passing the news on, mile by mile, along 
the shore, and dashing with it against the York- 
shire rocks many miles away ! 

They turned in the direction of Skegs 
Shore, where the village was where Morris 
Brake was murdered, and the grey, stone 
church where Greg was to have been married, 
and the silent churchyard where the man 
struck from life lay sleeping — ^^ unavenged," 
as Hester Brake considered it; where Lucy 
had lived, whom these two men both had 
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loved, and loved strangely, considering her 
past and their own. 

^'This way?'' said Greg. "Wonld it not 
be better to take the coast towards Blea- 
thorpe? No one would meet us in that 
direction/' 

" Does it matter ? '* 

"NotataU." 

" Then we will go this way, where the truth 
-will meet us," replied the farmer. 
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CHAPTEK XXI. 



THE CRISIS. 



Side by side, and silently for awhile, went 
master and pupil, with God's stars shining 
down upon them. All was very desolate and 
dark ; only those familiar with this long 
stretch of sand could have found their way 
upon it, or been at all at ease there. The 
higher sandy ridge, which at daytime marked 
the line of coast, was completely lost in the 
blackness of the night, and presently the 
breaking of the waves upon the shore only 
denoted where the sea was. All was one wide 
stretch of desolatioii, which grew blacker and 
denser as they advanced. 

Here they could speak without fear of 
listeners. Here hardly a Lincolnshire man 
would trust himself on such a night as this. 
Smuggling had gone out of fashion, and the 
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wind came with icy coldness across the water, 
and moaned piteously after sundown, as though 
the night was scaring it. 

" There isn't a great deal to tell you, Greg, 
and you may answer or not, as it seems better 
for you," commenced John Woodhatch. " To 
me it is at present so like truth, it would be, 
if false, a lie so unnecessary and base, that I 
am daunted for the first time in my life. And, 
Greg, I am verily afraid for you, as for a son 
whom I have loved — whom for his good fight 
upwards I have honoured until now." 

Greg's lips moved twice before he could 
reply, but it was too dark to see this. Then 
the answer came in six short words. 

" I thank you for that honour," rang out in 
such sad, tremulous tones that the listener was 
startled. 

** It was Spikins who told Miss Brake what 
he considered was the truth of Morris's murder. 
That you know already." 

"He told it for money, doubtless. What 
would he have not done for money ? " asked 
Greg, in his usual tones. 

"He was not a man whose bare word was 
to be trusted; all his life he was untrust- 
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worthy, though, probably, after his fashion^ 
faithful to me," said Woodhatch. " I did not 
look for virtues in him, knowing what he had 
been ; and I had begun with him too late. But 
it is always too late with me," he added, " and 
I have not been a lucky man, whatever they 
may say in Lincolnshire." 

" Well, well, sir," asked Greg, a little 
impatiently, *^what did Spikins tell Miss 
Brake ? " 

" That you were at Skegs Shore— down by 
the church — and hiding in the porch on the 
night when Morris was with his young wife at 
the parson's house. Spikins had been at the 
Swan all the evening, and coming out had 
caught a glimpse of you, and had resolved to 
watch you, as you were watching some one 
else. Is that true ? " 

" That I was in the village late at night ?" 

"Yes." 

"It is not true," answered Greg ; "the old 
man has invented this." 

" He had been watching the farm for many 
nights for that matter. Mrs. Chadderton had 
set him to watch, having misgivings that all 
was not fair play about us. But this night," 
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said John Woodhatcli, " lie had left his trust, 
and gone to the village to di-ink.'' 

" This is a drunken man's testimony, then," 
said Greg very scornfully. 

^* "Whether he was drunk or not, I cannot 
say ; he said he was sober. You waited until 
the village lights were out, and then you went 
on to Larcom's, where you knew Morris was. 
There you waited again, and then " 

" And then ? " echoed Greg. 

" And then Morris came forth, and there was 
a sudden and awful struggle between you, 
and Morris Brake was left dead upon the 
road." 

" It is a mad story," said Greg in a sup- 
pressed tone. ** Why should I have wanted to 
kill Lucy Brake's husband ? What was he to 
me?" 

" He had done you an injury, it may be, and 
you were revengeful ; or he had discovered you 
were watching him, and struck you, and in 
your rage you struck back and killed him. 
That seems the story to me. God knows if I 
read it aright. I am not a far-seeing man," he 
added ; "I have no knowledge of human 
character ; I am no wiser than a child." 

VOL. III. H 
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'^ How could I have killed him?" asked 
Greg ; " he was a giant in strength to me." 

'^ You carried in your hands a steel spud, 
which has been missing froni the night of the 
murder," continued Woodhatch. * ^ It was mine. 
Mrs. Chadderton knew it was gone, and in fear 
of me, as though I was the murderer, said not 
a word to any living soul. It was evidence 
which might have hanged me had it been 
discovered, and it was branded with my 
name." 

"WeU?" 

" You might have hidden that more for my 
sake than your own, Greg Dor ward. Heaven 
knows whether you were anxious to spare me 
from [false evidence, or only wished to save 
yourself. I cannot guess your thoughts," he 
continued, \^^ but you hid the weapon which 
took Morris's life, and your cap also, which, 
stained with blood, had fallen into the road- 
way where he lay stiff and stark." 

Was it fancy, or did Greg Dorward cower 
at this? The darkness was so thick about 
them both, it was difficult to say. But there 
came no response from Greg, and it sounded 
as if his breath was short and thick — as though 
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the pace at which they had been striding was 
abnost too much for him. 

'' ShaU I go on ? " asked Woodhatch. 

" Yes," was the reply, " if there is more to 
teU." 

" There is more." 

"I listen," responded Greg. 

" That steel spud you buried, and your cap 
also, and Spikins saw you do it, and told Miss 
Brake where she could find them for herself," 
said Woodhatch. '* It was the new reforma- 
tory cap, which was lost a few days after you 
had come to the farm, if you remember." 

''And I buried them, you say. Where ? " 

John Woodhatch took him by the arm, and 
pointed across the murky waste of sea-sand. 

" Where that light is. Can you see it 
burning ? " 

" A light upon the sands ? " asked Grreg. 

'' Yes, this way. Standing where I stand, 
you can see it in the distance." 

Greg took his master's place and looked for 
himself. 

Yes, a light was shining a few hundred 
yards away, amongst the timbers of the ship 
which had been wrecked upon the coast many 
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years ago, and left its skeleton as testimonj^ 
of disaster. 

" Who is there ? " asked Greg breathlessly. 

'' Eeuben Fladge." 

'* What is he doing ? Searching for those 
things?" 

'' Yes." 

** Does he know for what purpose ? " 

" No. But I must tell him, Greg, in my 
defence and his ; for he too, poor fellow, 
was made the scapegoat of this crime. Un- 
less " 

*' Unless what ? " asked Greg. 

*' Unless you trust in me to hear the truths 
and — keep your secret still," answered John 
Woodhatch sternly ; *^ unless you tell me all 
at once." 

Greg Dorward was strangely silent, and 
they walked on towards the light, shining now 
across the sands, the beacon to guide their 
steps towards it. 

Sudden!}' Greg stopped and crossed his 
hands together — clutched them together pas- 
sionately and looked down. 

" Yes, I can trust you, master," he cried ; 
** and, God help me, I killed him ! " 
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^' God help you indeed, my poor, weak, 
miserable Greg, with this man's death upon 
your conscience all these years ! " said Wood- 
hatch solemnly. 

He had expected the avowal ; he had been 
waiting for it ; but none the less it came upon 
him with a crushing force — a truth that, with 
its weight of horror, nearly bore him down. 

"Ah! sir, I am not so bad as you may 
think," cried Greg, speaking quickly and 
earnestly. '^ I am not so great a villain, not 
his murderer in cold blood, as you have fancied, 
although his death is on my soul, and he 
haunts me night after night; a something 
that does not rest in Skegs Shore churchyard, 
and wiU not let me be. I did follow him — I 
was curious; I had been listening to your 
quarrel with him ; and, when he went away, I 
followed almost without motive, save to know 
where he was going. When he came from 
Mr. Larcom's house he saw me, and rushed at 
me for a spy ; he struck me, kicked me, shook 
me like a rat ; and, when he let me go, I 
killed him with the spud I had brought away 
for my protection. But I did not mean to 
kiU him — I did not know what I was doing ; 
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and at the first blow he dropped down dead. 
What could have been expected of a wretch 
like me, save murder? I was incorrigible 
from the first. You should have left me 
where I was, sir ; I was fit for nothing better. 
I was from the streets and the prison; my 
father and mother were bad, and I had never 
known what good was." 

**Yes, yes," said Woodhatch in reply; *^I 
know. Your life might have been mine, your 
sin might have been mine ; you are the shadow 
of myseK even in this ; for I would have killed 
your father, and even hoped I had killed him. 
Why should I be your judge — your accuser ? " 

*' Ah ! you were always generous," cried 
Greg ; " and you — you will not say a word 
against me ? I have repented years ago — I 
have suffered. It was his death, after all, which 
has made my life a different and better one. 
* I will atone for this,' I said, * until the end of 
my days.' " 

" Atonement comes late ; and you would 
have kept this crime concealed, or let any 
poor soul suffer in your stead, so that you 
were safe," said John Woodhatch. ^* No, you 
are no hero, no penitent ; only a coward, who* 
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has acted like a coward through it all. What 
wiUyoudo?" 

*' I cannot say." 

"It is not safe to remain here, and I 
would not have you at my right hand, if it 
were." 

** No," answered Greg. 

" What may ooze out from this day, what 
may have already escaped^ God knows, for there 
are spies about the place. But I will not 
put a rope round the neck of one who has 
shared my home, my trust. You must go; 
you must disappear at once. And Lucy 
Brake must know the truth of this, when 
you are safe away." 

"Yes — good God! yes," said Greg, "she 
must." 

" To-morrow you will get away, ostensibly 
on business. In your place I would go abroad, 
and by repentance, honest industry, try to 
make atonement for an awful past. Monej^ 
shall not be wanting." 

" I have some. I — I cannot take any more 
from you." 

"We will talk of this to-morrow. Now 
let me go on alone to Eeuben Fladge," he 
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said; "yoii will ndt care to come with me 
further." 

'^No, sir.'^ 

'' Very well." 

John Woodhatch walked on, leaving Greg 
Dorward looking after him — a silent, motion- 
less figure on the sands, a man struck, as it 
were, into stone by. the grim truth which had 
come to him and unmasked him. But when 
the master had gone a few yards, Greg was at 
his side again with a mad, quick plunge, and 
a cry as of a wounded animal. He seized the 
master's right hand in both of his, and held it 
very tightly. 

* ^ If I see you no more — if I know you no 
more from this night — God bless you for your 
mercy, Mr. Woodhatch. I am grateful. I — 
Greg ! " 

Then he rehnquished his grip, and was 
gone. He had vanished away in the dark- 
ness, leaving no trace. 

John Woodhatch called to him, but there 
was no reply; then he walked on again 
towards the old dead ship, and passed through 
its twisted oaken ribs into the sand-drift with- 
in, and where the lantern light was glowing. 
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Where was Reuben Fladge, too, with the sand 
heaped high about him, standing knee-deep in 
a trench which he had dug ; and in his hands 
were a long steel spud and the fragments of a 
boy's blue cap. 

" Here they be, sk," he said, as John 
Woodhatch came towards him. 
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CHAPTEK XXII. 

THE KETURN TO THE FARM. 

It was a weird picture, worthy of a painter's 
pencil in that hour : the rugged, uncouth man 
with the red light upon his face, stooping and 
examining the things he had unearthed, and 
holding them close to the old lantern for that 
purpose ; the taU figure of the farmer watch- 
ing him ; the gaunt ribs of the wreck rising 
above them like grim, unshapely witnesses ; 
the dark night closing them in, and the bright 
stars, like eyes of fire, looking down upon 
them. 

'* Bury them again, Fladge," said John 
Woodhatch; *'they are better where they 
are." 

Fladge looked up, surprised and discomfited. 

** Why, what was the use " 

** Put them back," said Woodhatch gruffly. 



THE RETURN TO THE FARM. 107 

** I was curious to know they were there, that 
was all." 

*^ It's your spade," cried Fladge, '^ with the 
name burnt into the handle ; I recoUect " 

*' Eecollect nothing, and say nothing," 
interrupted Woodhatch sternly. 

** Where's Greg? " asked Fladge, as if even 
his slow comprehension had connected his 
task with that of the young man whom he 
had seen last with the master. 

'' Gone back." 

'' Oh." 

Fladge asked no more questions ; he was 
content to do the farmer's bidding, to betray 
no further curiosity, to forget even the task 
which had been set him, if he could. John 
Woodhatch watched him as he shovelled back 
the sand into its place, and when the task was 
finished, it was only Reuben Fladge's half- 
whoop of exultation that aroused him from 
the train of thought into which he had fallen. 

He had been wondering how it would end, 
and what would become of Greg Dorward? 
What he should do with him, and in what 
way he could be of service to him, bad as 
Greg was, desperately as he had struggled to 
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keep his secret from him, and proclaim him- 
self above reproach. What was to be done 
with this new and awful failure — this young 
fellow with the hangman's rope about his 
neck and the sin of murder on his soul ? He, 
John Woodhatch, could not betray him — 
would not betray him; he had shared his 
home with Greg, he had plotted and planned 
for his advancement, he had placed imphcit 
trust in him, and it was not the hand of the 
master which should shut every ray of light 
away. He had had such thoughts as these 
when he had told Hester Brake he was not 
the avenger of her brother's death, when the 
thought had come awfully close to him that 
Greg had struck that brother down. Of late 
days he had taken this Greg Dorward to his 
heart ; there were traits of character in Greg 
which had won upon him strangely, and the 
youth's aptitude in learning, his energy for 
work, his respect for him, his love of a son for 
him almost, had all drawn a lonely man's 
heartstrings more closely round him than 
John Woodhatch had guessed until this 
terrible discovery. 

He did not think of Morris Brake deeply, or 
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of the justice which should stand first before 
all thought of others. It was himself, in 
Greg's place, which he sketched in lurid 
colours, and it was Greg's safety which, in 
his heart, he was considering. He could make 
allowance for the wild, desperate nature of the 
boy whom he ^ had tried to save; he had 
brought him down to Lincolnshire marked 
"dangerous;" he had received him from 
Fretwell's hands with many a waming^ of the 
risk he ran, and this was the awful yet natural 
outcome of it. This was the very end of it, 
he thought. 

" Are you ready, Fladge ? " he asked ; " we 
will go home together, if you are." 

"All right, master," answered Fladge. 
" And where did you say was Master Greg ? " 

" Gone back." 

"Ah!— yes." 

John Woodhatch and Fladge went their 
way over the sands, but at a slower pace than 
Greg and the master had adopted in coming 
to the village of Skegs Shore. There were 
leaden weights to the farmer's feet now, and 
he lingered by the way. He wanted time to 
think, and this great dark space to think in ; 
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there was so much to prepare and be fore- 
armed against, and his ideas would not fall 
into marching order as they were wont to do. 
Yes, his chief thought was how to save G-reg 
Dorward from the consequences of his crime ; 
not how to bring a murderer to justice. 
Wrong in the sight of Heaven,^ very likely, he 
thought, with his hands clenched and his 
brow knit in his agony of meditation ; but he 
must save the lad, at any risk. Let him have 
one more chance, if possible, and away from 
Farm Forlorn. Greg had striven hard, and 
by much duplicity, to conceal his crime ; but 
the stake he had played for was his life, and 
John Woodhatch would not condemn him 
without mercy. Let others do that, not he. 
He was neither judge nor executioner. 

He passed into the farmhouse with the 
same perplexed expression on his face, and 
those within thought it was the death of 
Hester Brake which had cast so deep a shadow 
on him. They could not guess he had almost 
forgotten that night she was dead — that she 
had ever lived — in the trouble which her 
dying words had brought to him. 

Lucy was sittiug at the table listening to 
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her father's reading from the Bible, and 
Parson Larcom was reading very intently and 
in a loud voice. In the background stood 
Mrs. Chadderton, hardly an. attentive listener, 
and fidgeting with the keys hanging at her 
waist. Mr. Larcom had sent for her, as an 
especial mark of his favour on a solemn and 
memorable occasion, and also for Kitty, who, 
however, had not put in an appearance, but 
had returned a hasty message that she was 
ill, and could not come. 

John Woodhatch entered brusquely, and 
with but scant measure of respect for Mr. 
Larcom's Bible-reading, he said — 

^^ Where's Greg?" 

Mrs. Chadderton answered for the assembled 
company, and just as the preacher had begun 
another verse . 

" He has not been seen since he left the 
house with you, sir. But he may have gone 
to his room." 

" Very likely. Send some one to see." 

"Yes, sir." 

The housekeeper not unwillingly withdrew, 
and Mr. Larcom closed his Bible with a 
bang. 
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*^ I'm tlieenking ye might have waited, John, 
till I had feenished." 

" There is no guessiQg when you are going 
to finish, Alec," said Woodhatch ; " but go 
on. 

'^Not with people tramping in and out^ 
and sending massages, and nobody paying 
the least attention to the blessed G-arspel — 
why should I waste m}^ breath ? " said Mr, 
Larcom. 

" All ! — ^yes — exactly," replied John Wood- 
hatch absently ; then he crossed his arms and 
fell into a fresh train of thought until Mrs- 
Chadderton returned. 

** Mr. Dorward has not come back, sir," she 
announced. 

**He is busy, I know. He has much to 
do," said John Woodhatch. *^What time 
is it?" 

** Ten o'clock," was the reply. 

"Ah! yes — quite early. Should he return 
before you lock up for the night, Mrs. Chad- 
derton, tell him I am sitting in this room^ 
waiting for him," he added. 

" Yes, sir." 

Mrs. Chadderton withdrew once more, and 
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Mr. Larcom began quietly to fill his long 
clay pipe, and to stare meanwhile at his 
host. 

" Are ye going to seet up, John ? " he asked. 

"A little later than usual, perhaps," was 
the reply. 

" Ah ! I'll keep ye ooompany, then." 

" I don't require any company. I fancy I 
aiQ best alone to-night," he answered. 

Alec Larcom did not take the hint, if it were 
a hint, that was conveyed in this absent 
fashion. He lighted his pipe carefully, puffed 
out the smoke, and regarded John Woodhatch 
with keen scrutiny. Lucy had already risen, 
seeing more clearly that the farmer wished to 
be alone. 

*^ I am going up to Kitty. If I should not 
return again, good night, John," she said. 

^^ Good night, Lucy." 

*^You must not grieve too much for your 
loss," she said as . she shook hands with 
him. 

» 

" I am not grieving," he replied. " I don't 
know, Lucy, if I am not envying her ; she is 
past all cares and disappointments." 

•^* Yes,'* answered Lucy,/* that is true." ^ 

VOL, III. I 
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She kissed her father and went away and 
Parson Larcom drew a chair to the hearthrug, 
sat down, and faced his friend. 

"It's coold enough for a fire to-night," he 
said. 

" I am warm. And it's late," was the reply, 

" Oh, I don't want a fire ! John. I was only 
theenking it was coold for the end of August," 
he remarked; "but then these are coold, sad 
times for all of us," 

"Yes." 

John Woodhatch did not speak further for 
a considerable period ; would not have spoken 
again, perhaps, had not his friend once more 
attracted his attention. 

" Te take this to heart too much, John, as 
ye take everything for that matter. That's 
ye'er failing," said Mr. Larcom; "and, after 
all, as ye imply, she's better off. It was a 
warld of much pain and many tiresome 
fancies to her, poor soul." 

" Yes." 

" And I'm theenking, John, we should be a 
trifle warmer with a little whaskey," 

" It shall be sent up to your room." 

" Ay, when I go then. It wouldn't be quite 
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freendly leaving you here all alone," observed 
the parson. 

" I shall be glad to be alone to-night," was 
the frank admission ; ^^ am not fit company 
for any living soul." 

"Is there not the will to read?" said 
Mr. Larcom, after a preliminary coUgh. 

"WhatwiU?" . ' 

" Miss Brake's, to be sure. Why, it's vary 
dazed ye seem, John ! " replied the Methodist* 

" Let the will rest. I am not curious about 
it." 

"Ay, but I am," exclaimed Mr. Larcom, 
.^* being related to her by marriage, as it 
were; and being dootful if it's a senseeble 
or Chreestian-like document, John, knowing 
iiow eccentric a body she was." 

^^No matter what she was," muttered the 
farmer. 

"Ye don't think of looking at the will 
to-night, then ? " 

"No." 

" There may be notions in it as to her 
faneral," suggested Mr. Larcom; "it's a 
foolish coostomto defer arpening people's wills, 
and so burying folk sometimes clean cantrary 
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to instrooctions. Haven't ye known that more 
than once, John, to occur ? '* 

" The instructions as to her funeral I took 
down this day in writing, and at her request,'^ 
said Woodhatch. "They are very simple* 
And after the funeral, her wiU is to be read,, 
she adds." 

"Grawcious; and why couldn't ye say as 
much before, instead of keeping me out of my 
lawful rest?" exclaimed Mr. Larcom. "I'll 
bid ye a good night, John." 

" Good night," was the deep-voiced response.. 

" It's been an uncoomfortable day for us all ; 
but it's the common lot, ye know as well as 
most men." 

" Yes." 

" And why ye should be so dasparately upset 
aboot it, I don't see, unless something else 
has harppened," he said shrewdly. 

" Goodnight, old Alec," replied John Wood- 
hatch; "don't trouble yourself about me 
in any way. Every man has his dark hour — 
the hour when he is better by himself." 

"Ay— yes." 

Mr. Larcom departed, and was heard the 
instant afterwards in the corridor giving elabo-^ 
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xate instructions about his whiskey before he 
went upstairs to his room. 

John Woodhatch listened to Mr. Larcom's 
distant voice and his receding footsteps on the 
brass-bound stairs, as if to make sure the 
Methodist was departing for the night; and, 
when all was still, he took from his pockets 
the papers which he had been writing out 
that day, and looked them over carefully, 
Mrs. Chadderton came in, retired again after 
his steady stare at her, closed the door sharply 
behind her, re-opened it, and returned swiftly 
to his side. 

" Greg has not come back," she said. 

*• I know it. He would have been with me 
else. When he ' ' 

" He will never return, sir.'* 

" Ha ! Who says that ? What makes you 
think that?*' 

*^ He has written a line to Kitty," she 
replied ; " she will come to you presently, if 
you will wait for her — when the house is still. 
Console her, sir, if you can ; pray, do ! " 

And then Mrs. Chadderton vanished away 
sgain. 
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CHAPTEE XXIII. 

WHEN THE HOUSE WAS STILL. 

John Woodhatch waited very patiently for the 
airrival of Kitty Vanch. He sat almost like a 
statue in his chair, looking far ahead of him 
at the possibilities of life, tracing on the down- 
hill road the figure of the boy, whom he had 
s^en first at Fretwell's, coming from the dark- 
ness to the light. And now from light io 
darkness back again ! 

The master of Farm Forlorn did not adopt 
his old habit of pacing the full limits of the 
room ; he had not the energy of thought that 
night to keep him moving ; he was as one very 
weary, even utterly disheartened. 

The house was still, but Kitty Vanch was 
long in coming to him* It was still as the 
grave within — as the dead woman abbve^: 
stairs ; only the far-off moaning of the wind 
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across the sea and fen-land was heard beyond 
the farm, like a waU over the lost cause, the 
last failure of the man who had tried to do too 
much. 

. He sat with some papers in his hands still ; 
those relating strictly to the affairs of Hester 
Brake he had thrust into his pocket ; those 
relating to Greg Dorward, to Hester Brake's 
written history of how she had tracked the 
Clime out, were still within his hands, clutched 
tightly, as if in fear of losing them. He had 
read them over and over again ; he had com- 
mitted them to memory against his will, but 
this facts were corrosive and burned them- 
selves in ; he should never forget them, and 
he did not care for any one else to hear of 
them, much less remember thetn. 

Presently the. door opened noiselessly, and 
Kitty, Vanch crept in, looking more like a 
ghost than Kitty Vanch ; so white and solemn 
a face :was it in that hour of their meeting. 

" Well, Kitty," he said, in almost his old 
tones, " what, has kept you up so late to-night ? 
And why are you anxious to see me ? " 

" Oh, you know, sir!" answered Kitty at 
once, " you know too well." 
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"What do I know ?'* 

He was on his guard to the last. It might 
be that Kitty knew not anything of what had 
actually happened, and Greg had told her 
nothing which could account truly for his 
departure. It would be like Greg^ — ^it would 
be wise. 

" You know Greg has gone away," she exr- 
claimed, dropping into the chair facing him, 
and looking as tired and weary as himself, 
" and that it is for ever." 

" HiB has not come back — ^but I have been 
expecting him." 

" You have ? " she asked, regarding him 
incredulously. 

"Yes." 

"Eeadthat." 

She opened her hand, in which had been 
crumpled a scrap of paper, and John Wood- 
hatch took it from her, smoothed it out, and 
read these hastily scrawled pencil lines : 



'' Skegs Shore Bailway Station^ 

" August 27, 18—. 

"2 am leaving for London at once. The 
master will tell you all. Good-bye.^' 
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There was no signature, and it was not 
addressed to Kitty Vanch, but it was in Greg's 
iandwriting unmistakably. 

" How did you get this ? " 

"I found it on the dressing-table of my 
Toom," said Kitty; *^Greg had cUmbed up 
jfrom the outside, I think, and put it there." 

" Very likely," answered John Woodhatch, 
returning it to her. 

" You are not surprised," said Kitty. 

"No. I am not surprised," was the reply, 
^* I thought he would go away — if not to- 
night." 

" And— why ? " asked Kitty. 

"It is important he should go to London. 
Business— — " 

Kitty leaned forward and laid her hand 
upon his arm. 

" I will not deceive you, sir, and I don't 
^ant you to try and deceive me. I know 
everything." 

" What do you know, my poor Kitty ? " 
asked John Woodhatch. To the last he 
"would not betray this poor shred of a secret 
which was left. He seemed to hold to it 
jealously, as though it was his own — as though 
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his interest in screening a criminal from 
justice was far greater than his doctrine of 
atonement. He would acknowledge nothings 
do nothing, for Greg Dorward's sake. He 
had been proud of Greg tiU this hour. 

" I know Miss Brake charged him with the 
murder of her brother. And you wrote down 
all she said this afternoon," said Kitty, 

" Do you think it is true ? " 

"Yes," answered Kitty, "Greg does not 
deny it." 

" And I was to tell you all, he said ? " 

"Yes," repeated Kitty once more, "if you 
will. See, I am quite prepared. Very strong, 
sir, to hear any bad news — and to meet any 
bad news." 

" It has been a terrible day — and it closes 
terribly," said John Woodhatch, "but to you,, 
girl, it should be a bright beginning." 

" Why ? " cried Kitty, with her eyes ablaze 
now. 

"This is an escape for you," was the 
answer ; " he might have been your husband,, 
and the truth might have come years hence 
when you could not get from it." 

"Oh, if it had been!" exclaimed Kittyy 
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*^ then I should have been with him— shared 
his trials — fought his battles— kept him strong. 
If it had only happened later on, at any cost 
to me." 

*' You were fond of him ? " inquired Wood- 
hatch ; ** you did not leave him because you 
had forgotten how to love him ? " 

" He was everything to me then," said 
Kitty, " he is everything now." 

<* He killed Morris Brake," came the solenm 
answer back. 

** God forgive him — yes, that may be," 
cried Kitty ; " but it must have been in self- 
defence, after some insult, or blow. It was^ 
not murder, I am sure." 

This was the echo of Greg's own hurried 
explanation of the crime, told on the dark 
sands with the stars for witnesses, thought 
John Woodhatch. And it was very near 
the truth. 

*'StiU, he killed Morris," said the farmer 
thotightftdly ; ** and the law will not forgive 
him." 

" It was five years ago, when he was only 
a lad — a wild, desperate boy, who had seen 
you for a day or two, not longer, and was^ 
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afraid of you," she cried. "He never had 
his chance, sir; the evil met him here at 
once, and mastered him — ^he was always 
passionate and violent and mad — ^he would 
only listen to me — ^he had never known what 
good was, what God was, and at the Re- 
formatory he had only met with hard masters 
and hard words. He had no chance — ^he 
never had a chance until it was too late. 
Don't think too cruelly of him, Mr. Wood- 
hatch — for mercy's sake don't turn against him 
now and set them all in search of him. Think 
what you were yourseK — what might have 
become of you ! Don't hang this poor sinner, 
who has shared your home and life — don't 
think of the Law ! Think how he loved you 
and looked up to you as his model, always. 
As he did, he did, he did ! " 

She was kneeling at his feet. It was 
with difficulty that he roused her from her 
suppliant posture. 

" My poor Kitty, I do not need your inter- 
cession for him. I shall not stir one step in 
this," he said, " the Hands of Justice I might 
try to drag him from — ^never to thrust him 
into." 
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** God bless yon ! " mummred Kitty. 

" It is not justice," he added ; " but then, 
I am not a just man. She should have told 
Alec Larcom, had she wanted justice ! " 

" Did she wish him hanged, sir ? " asked 
Kitty in a terrified whisper. 

•" No. She left it to me to act. She had 
forgotten what I had been in my time, or 
what Greg Dorward had become to me. And 
I act thns, Kitty." 

He walked to ihe lamp, and held the papers 
over the flames, Kitty watching, with her 
hands pressed npon her heart. 

" That is the story — of it all ? " she gasped 
forth. 

** Yes — and thus it ends," he said. 

Together they watched the papers consume 
and shrivel away to scraps of tinder which 
fell upon the table-cover, and the fire of which, 
left in them, was extinguished by the broad, 
hard hand of the master. Kitty stole to the 
door and looked out, listened, and came back 
again« 

" Thank God ! " she exclaimed, when John 
Woodhatch had completed his task. 

" And now," he said, " what next ? " 
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" Ah ! what next. We mnst wait till we 
hear from him again, as I am sure we shall/' 
8aid Kitty. 

"As I am sure we shall not," answered 
Woodhatch, " and as it is best we should 
not." 

" I pray we may — and soon," cried Kitty. 

" No — ^no. He must pass away from your 
life as from mine," said John Woodhatch. 
" He has deceived us all — and there's an end 
of him," 

"No." 

" We have spared him, but he is unworthy 
of us. He belongs not to us ever again. 
Try and think that," said Mr. Woodhatcbt . 

" He belongs to me to the end, sir," mur- 
mured Kitty, She stooped and kissed his 
hand, in gratitude and reverence, and theii 
went silently from the room. 

John Woodhatch did not follow her. He 
sat down in his old place, and thought it all 
over once more. 
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"god speed." 

No — ^this was not the end of it. Let him talk 
as he would, plan as he might, the end of all 
interest in Greg Dorward, and of Greg Dor- 
ward's life, had not come to pass, simply 
because he had pronounced it so. He would 
have deceived Kitty Vanch into this belief, 
he was trying hard, but vainly, to deceive 
himself with it, but the boy from Fretwell's 
remained foremost in his thoughts. "What 
had become of him? In the future, what 
would become of him ? Would the firm, per- 
sistent, calculating character of Greg stand 
him in good stead now, set apart from all his 
friends, and beginning life afresh without them 
all? Could he forget them easily and start 
again without much thought concerning them ? 
Would he be callous or sorry? Was he 
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devoid of feeling, or possessed of a deeper 
feeling than any one had imagined? What 
was the natural character of such a man as 
he, who for five years had so completely 
baflfled them, who, from his youth upwards, 
had played so terrible a part, and with never 
an one the wiser, save old Spikins ? Might 
there not be truth — ^had it not the clear ring 
of truth about it? — ^ui the statement made 
upon the sands that it was the death of 
Morris Brake which had altered Greg's life 
for the better ? A horrible moral, but surely 
a grim truth in it. John Woodhatch under^ 
stood this, if no one else did. A better^ 
stronger life had followed the murder at Skegs 
Shore — a something like repentance, perhaps^ 
who could tell ? 

"I will atone for this till the end of my 
days ! " That had been Greg Dorward's 
motto — ^he had owned to it, and John Wood- 
hatch, with a clearer light upon the case> 
could see in what way it had shaped Greg's 
career. It had not made Greg a sad, or a 
religious man — it had not troubled Jiini so 
very much, this crime. Years hence he would 
have learned almost to forget it, to set it so 
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mncli apart from the current of his life, as to 
regard it as a something appertaining to a past 
which was scarcely his own. 

The days seemed to drag on painfully 
enough at Farm Forlorn ; everybody appeared 
to have dropped into the old, waiting, ex- 
pectant attitude, and no one would have 
guessed the storm had already broken forth, 
by the calm figures flitting about the house. 

On the coming Wednesday Miss Brake 
would be buried in Skegs Shore churchyard 
with her brother, and till that day let the 
dead rest — the dead woman and her wishes, 
the dead hopes of more than hers, the dead, 
dry promises of many things which had had 
their birth under the old roof tree. 

John Woodhatch would not disturb at 
present the false peace of the farm ; he would 
say nothing to Lucy concerning the discovery 
of her husband's murderer ; after the funeral he 
would tell her the whole story, and beg her to 
forgive Greg, as Greg truly penitent craved 
to be forgiven by her whose life his mad act 
had shadowed. And, reasoned John Wood- 
hatch, supposing Lucy, this obdurate Lucy 
and her father, looked very naturally at the 
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facts in a different and sterner light, and 
craved for vengeance, or justice which might 
be akin to vengeance, why Greg would have 
had time to get away ! 

Always that strange wish at the bottom of 
his heart — to secure the safety of Greg 
Dorward, the boy he had brought up, the man 
whose career he had shaped out, and who had 
shown such promise. God desert him in his 
hour of need, if this young life should end at 
the gallow's foot, thought Woodhatoh, That 
should not be the end of it, after all his efforts. 
He swore that, with a heavy frown upon his 
face and his big hands clenched together — 
" he was deserving of more reward than that," 
he exclaimed defiantly, and even profanely, 
he was the scapegoat of it all, and life was as 
unprofitable to him now, as was the moral 
wreckage which misfortune had cast at its feet. 

If it were not for Kitty Vanch, he should 
lose all hope in human kind, he thought, at 
this disturbed epoch of his life — ^he should 
disbelieve in the possibility of doing good, of 
altering human character, of sowing on the 
barren rock and seeing the result in fair green 
blades of promise j he should beUeve only in 
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grim Fate, and hereditary instincts, of the 
power of darkness to hring forth darkness after 
its kind, but nothing brighter or better, or 
with a single gleam of God's light on it ever. 

No one appeared interested or surprised at 
Gregory Dorward's sudden absence from the 
farm ; the plea of business in town had been 
accepted by Lucy and her father as a matter 
of course, and there were many matters 
occupying the minds of the minister and his 
daughter just then. It seemed that John 
Woodhatch and Kitty bore the brunt of it all, 
with the shadowy figure of Mrs. Chadderton 
watching them with keen interest from the 
background of her silent life, an important 
factor to be accounted for when least expected 
by these two. 

John Woodhatch was a very early riser, wo 
know, but on coming down on the Monday 
morning he was surprised to find Kitty dressed 
■and waiting for him — dressed as if for a 
journey, and with a deep black veil thrown 
back from her sad young face. 

*'What is it now?" he asked harshly, 
a man irritated by surprises. ** Why are you 
masquerading in this way, Kitty ? " 
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"I am going away," she answered very 
calmly. 

"Going away," he repeated; "and di- 
rectly ? Going from me ? " 

" Yes." 

" Where are you going ? " 

" To find Greg." 

John Woodhatch's broad brow contracted 
at this answer; he had not bargained for 
Kitty's acting in any way contrary to the 
wishes he had already expressed. Greg had 
been screened, had been assisted to escape; 
but, there was an end to him, for all that* 
He had said so ! — and now thi» slight, fragile 
womaQ faced him with a determination 
contrary to his, and opposed to him in every 
particular. 

"You cannot find him," he muttered; 
" and it would be madness, if you could." 

" I will make the trial. I am quite resolved, 
sir," she said firmly; " and I am very, very 
sorry if you wish me to remain. But go I 
must!" 

"There is no reason for haste, or foolish 
mystery," exclaimed Woodhatch ; " you only 
attract suspicion by acting in this manner* 
You know that." 
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** Yes ; but how is it to be helped ? " 

" By appearing for a time more like your- 
self," he replied; "by waiting patiently, 

by Kitty," he cried in a sharper tone, 

** you have heard from Greg again. I am sure 
of it!" 

Kitty had turned paler, but she did not 
flinch from the gaze of the master. She only 
drew her dark mantle closer round her 
shoulders, as though the early morning air 
was bleak and raw, and said in a low voice — 

" Yes, I have heard." 

" When ? " 

"Late last night." 

"Where is the message? Where is he? 
What does he want ? Why does he write to 
you, and take no heed of me ? " he asked 
hurriedly. 

Kitty clasped her hands together, and looked 
away from him. 

"I cannot answer your questions," she 
replied ; " in mercy's name, sir, let me keep 
faith with him." 

" And break it with me ? " 

* * God forbid that, — always, ' ' answered Kitty. 

•**But you do that now; you are sure of 
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it yourself," said Mr. Woodhatch, " when you 
side with him against me. You turn like all 
the rest of them. I am not deserving man or 
woman's confidence." 

" Oh, dear master," urged Kitty, " do not 
look upon it in this awful Ught ! But let me 
go, and say * God speed ' to me." 

" You are going to your doom, child, when 
you go to such as he is," he answered. 

" I do not mind that. And if it is to be so, 
why, for his sake," said Kitty, **I will go 
willingly enough." 

^^ For his sake." 

" Yes." 

"And after all — ^in his selfishness and 
trouble — ^he asks you to come to him, and 
leave me ? " 

"No, no; he does not ask me to come," 
answered Kitty; "I am going against his 
wish as well as yours." 

"Why then " 

" And I am going to save him, if I can. I 
was always his friend, you know," she added^ 
with a new excitement suddenly asserting 
itseK; " and I want to stand his friend again^ 
if he will have me, as I think he will." 
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"Where is he?" 

Kitty hesitated for a moment again, and 
then replied to him — 

"At Bolter's Kents, where he has been 
tempted to return so many times. Greg is 
with them all; he is back again in their 
midst, he who fought his way so well from 
them, and now has come to this at last. Ah ! 
sir,'* she cried, " you will not stop me now, I 
am sure ! " 

" Yes— I would." 

"I am sorry," was the answer, "but — I 
must go." 

" To Bolter's Kents — where the bad life 
would begin again, whence no good can ever 
spring — ^where Greg will stay." 

" Trust me," was all Kitty could respond. 

"I have lost trust in every hving thing," 
replied John Woodhatch, " as completely as 
every human soul has lost all trust in me. 
So it must be." 

"You do not know everything, sir — you " 

" Show me the letter you have received ! " 
lie demanded suddenly. 

" I cannot," she murmured ; " I have 
destroyed it." 
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He shrugged his shoulders. 

'* Very well," he said, and turned as if to 
leave her. She stopped his progress. 

'^ I am going away, sir. Is there any 
message for Greg ? " 

'* There is money waiting for his passage 
abroad — when he writes to me for it. Tell 
him so if you will." 

" Nothing else ? " 

** Nothing else." 

"Good-bye, sir. If you would only say 
* God speed ' to me before I go away, I should 
feel the stronger woman," said Kitty, "for I 
am not ungrateful — not unmindful of aU the 
good you have tried to do — not, not wholly 
undeserving, pray beHeve me." 

He stood regarding her very sternly still ; — 
her appeal was lost on him, her wish to get 
away from him, to go back to Greg and Greg's 
life was only too apparent. Before he could 
reply — if he had ever intended a reply to this 
strange, impulsive girl — there came between 
them, dressed also as for a journey, the grave 
figure of the housekeeper. 

John Woodhatch broke into a rough xm- 
seemly laugh at this. 



<( 



GOD SPEEDS 137 



" What — another departure from my plague- 
stricken home," he exclaimed, "only one 
more ! " 

" Yes, Mr. Woodhatch. Has she not told 
you ? " 

" No." 

"I am going away with her," said Mrs. 
Chadderton, "it is my duty, you will see, sir. 
It is the duty which you will not try to 
check me in, knowing what she is, and what 
lam." 

" Have you told her • " 

" That I am her mother. Yes," was the 
reply, as she drew Kitty's hand within her 
arm, " and she does not shrink from me. She 
will trust me very soon." 

" Ah ! well," said John Woodhatch very 
bitterly, "it is right mother and daughter 
should go together in life — ^it is more than 
right in this case, I suppose. I don't know. 
I don't understand, and I have given up all 
guessing." 

'' But " 

"What did you ask me to say just now, 
Kitty ?" he inquired. 
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" To say * God speed/ " she said very 
earnestly and soKcitously* 

"Yes, yes, so it was. Well — God speed 
you two women on your way from Farm 
Forlorn, and God help you both at Bolter's 
Eents!" 
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CHAPTEE XXV- 



A LAST LOOK BACK. 



There was something strange in the good 
wishes of John Woodhatch, something which 
these two women did not profess to compre- 
hend. They glanced wistfully at him, but the 
face was no index to the thoughts of its owner, 
it was as set and immobile as the Egyptian 
Sphinx. 

And yet it was not difficult to guess what 
were the thoughts of the master of Farm 
Forlorn, despite this new impressive attitude. 
He had told them only a few minutes since 
that he had lost faith in every living thing as 
completely as every human soul had lost trust 
in him. He accepted his position. Not all 
the protestations of Kitty and her mother 
could have altered his thoughts. They were 
going away from him, on a mission which they 
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feared to communicate, and those whom lie 
had befriended were turning from him for 
ever. They were in grief, perhaps in doubt, 
but none the less was it black ingratitude to 
him ; of this he was certain in his heart. 

Here was his last disappointment, his 
crowning faUure, and it was hardening him 
very quickly. He should have been treated 
better, he was sure ; but his pride would not 
let him utter any farther reproaches. They 
did not want his advice — more, they did not 
want his money — all they wanted was to get 
away from him. So be it, he would not raise 
a finger against it. Let them go. He had 
wished them " God speed," he had hoped God 
would help them in the new dangers which 
they were rashly seeking for themselves, and 
there was no more to be said. What were they 
lingering for, when time was of value to them 
and him ? he wondered, though he did not 
put his thoughts into words. 

"We will go away the stronger for yom* 
good wishes, sir," said Mrs. Chadderton ; " and 
— it is more than right we should go together. 
You know this ? " 

" It is right you should go with her — ^yes,*' 
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he answered, ^^ you can protect her, if j'ou 
wiU." 

" Ah ! yes. I had forgotten you were her 
mother." He paused a moment, then he said^ 
" What money have you ? " 

" Oh, sir, I have saved more money than I 
shall ever want, I hope. Don't talk to me of 
money," cried Mrs. Chadderton, ^^ don't think 
that any money from you to me, can pay 
the help you've heen to me and her. Don't 
think " 

" There, there, I have said ^ God speed ' ; and 
it is as well to go before the servants come 
about you with a hundred questions," said 
John Woodhatch, interrupting her, " thanks 
only weary me. And you have not much time 
to spare." 

**You are' offended with us," cried Kitty; 
" and yet it is so necessary I should go." 

" Does your mother think so as well ? " 

**No," said Mrs. Chadderton, answering 
for herself, "but I have no power to stay 
her." 

" So you go with her. Well, good-bye." 

" Presently, sir, I will explain," cried Kitty; 
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'* but I am not ungratefol to you, God be 
my witness. Always in my prayers I shall 
remember you. And — Greg cannot do with- 
out me. That is it — ^you see, sir. That is 
the only reason why I go away." 

John Woodhatoh nodded gravely, but he 
was unmoved by her protestations. He could 
have told her again that Greg having had his 
chance of escape, there was an end to Greg in 
every honest mind; but he knew what her 
reply would be, what it had already been. 
Greg was first and foremost ever in her 
thoughts, and the crime he had committed, 
she, in her interest in him, could readily 
excuse, even ignore. Greg was everything — 
and he was nothing. Greg was the lover and 
the tempter, the old pal, perhaps the child- 
husband in the old awful times from which he 
hoped he had rescued them for ever, and to 
which they were hurrying back — ^poor storm- 
driven atoms of humanity, with never a hope 
for them after that day. He was only the 
patron, the benefactor ; he had no power over 
them, and his influence weighed but as a 
feather in the balance. He had not even 
their confidence when the great troubles came, 
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whicli he would have shared with them with 
all his heart if they had let him. After all, 
they were aJEraid of him. That was the miser- 
able sequel to the mis-spent efforts of his life. 
Meaning for the best, and acting for the best, 
he had failed in all that he had undertaken, 
and there was not any one who cared a straw 
for him, or what his wishes might be. The 
world was utterly selfish and base. And he 
was utterly alone in the world; there was 
only the old dog Carlo, who limped towards 
him, and sat down at his side, who he felt 
was reaJly his Mend. 

"It is hardly safe for Fladge to drive you 
over to the station, but you can have his 
services if you wish," he added suddenly, 

" No, sir, we will walk," said Kitty. 

"It is a fine morning, and you are both 
good walkers," he remarked coldly; "and 
your boxes ? " 

"They were sent to the station late last 
night." 

"I did not know that. But then, I don't 
know what goes on in this house." 

He tmned away as if very tired of them, or 
Tery anxious to escape any further protesta- 
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tions of their gratitude or affection. They 
did not attempt to stay him by a word. 

"He will think better of us presently," 
murmured Kitty; then she passed her arm 
through her mother's, and the two women 
went into the sunlit road together. They 
looked back at the house of mourning, with 
the white blinds drawn before the windows, 
and the mother said in a deep, low voice, and 
almost as in a last appeal — 

" It is a hard time to desert him." 

'* Not desertion, mother. He will be happier 
without us, now it has come to this," Kitty 
answered. 

" Well, perhaps he may. StiU if you had 
waited till the funeral ' ' 

Kitty wrung her hands together. 

*' There is no waiting, with Greg in danger, 
mother. The poor dead friend can wait 
patiently, but the living man has need of me,", 
said Kitty, "and is in terrible distress of 
mind." 

" He has been in terrible distress of mind 
for years." 

"Ah! true." 

" And you love him ? " 
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"Yes." 

" And understand him, you say ? " 
• *' As no one else does in the world." 

"My faith in him is weak," muttered 
Mrs. Chadderton, "but my fear for you is 
very strong. And I have been waiting for 
you for so many years, child, as the master 
knows." 

" Mother, why not let me go alone ? " urged 
Kitty. 

" No," cried Mrs. Chadderton, pressing her 
daughter's hand to her side, "it is for the 
best. And, after aU, I am only one more 
trouble of his life passing away from his 
home." 

They stopped again at the bend of the road, 
and looked for the last time at Farm Forlorn 
— a fair picture in the early morning, with 
the green trees rustling above the house roof, 
and the deep blue sky overhead, with the sun 
shining, and the birds darting to and fro. It 
was a last look at the old place, to be remem- 
bered in the after years of these two wanderers, 
with their sad faces set once more towards 
the old dark life. John Woodhatch had 
said, God help them in it, and they would 
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need His help very much, and very soon, they 
knew. 

And they saw not Farm Forlorn again. 
They had taken their last look at it, indeed, 
as they passed away from its master to the 
benighted land lying beyond the peaceful life 
from which they turned away. 



BOOK THE FIFTH. 



THE MOVING OP THE HANDS. 



CHAPTER I. 



AFTER THE FUNERAL. 



It was fair summer weather still when they 
l)iiried Hester Brake, of Boston, in her 
brother's grave in Skegs Shore churchyard. 
Kitty and her mothei: had been away two 
days then ; and to all inquiries concerning 
them John Woodhatch had shrugged his 
shoulders and said, *' Leave of absence." 
They had gone away with bis permission, and 
it was nobody's business but their, own, he 
supposed — at ail events, not his. Parson 
Larcom and his daughter had their suspicions 
of these sudden Sittings from the fajin, but 
i;hey did not trouble John Woodhatch with 
them. There was a something in the farmer's 
new manner which did not invite — -indeed, 
that repelled — confidence; "a dark hour," 
^hich warned his visitors he was not at hi^ 
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best. Greg and Kitty had possibly made » 
runaway match of it, and for the mere sake 
of a runaway match, it appeared ; and Mrs. 
Chadderton had gone to give the bride away. 
Or else there had been a quarrel between 
Greg and his master, and the women had 
started off to bring him back, and act as- 
peacemakers, as women will do sometimes,, 
thought Alec Larcom. At all events, they 
would know the truth in time. Never a 
worse man to keep his little troubles, his little 
plans to himself than John Woodhatch, of 
Farm Forlorn. John's heart was too fall to 
overflowing to hold its secrets long, the 
parson thought, not knowing his friend better 
than the rest of them, or, at least, not 
gauging to its depths the truth of his strange 
character. 

It had been a quiet funeral in the old place, 
but there had been considerable interest 
evinced. Funerals were raree-shows at Skegs 
Shore, and the master of Farm Forlorn had 
been expected to make a brave display, it 
being the first " turn out " from the farm in 
his time. Morris had not been buried thence, 
and now Morris's sister — ^token of the peace 
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between her and Mr. Woodhatch, and of her 
perfect confidence in him, despite the old 
stem doubts which the world had had — ^was 
the first to pass from the shelter of the farm 
to the universal shelter which mother earth 
affords. 

There had been no display, however, and 
Skegs Shore folk were hardly satisfied. It 
was not a foneral worthy of John Woodhatch ; 
there were no feathers or mutes, and as for 
the black hat-bands and streamers, necessary 
for all decent mourners, they had been irre- 
verently ignored. John Woodhatch had 
simply carried out Miss Brake's instructions ; 
he had acted mechanically through it aU; it 
was the living, not the dead, which was 
affecting him. Here was one friend gone, at 
least — one who had trusted him to the last, 
and against whom he had not a word to say. 
What might have been had she Kved longer 
he did not know, he did not care to know ; 
that she would have drifted from him, he was 
perfectly assured. People tired of him so 
soon, grew desperately sick of him and his 
philanthropy together, and hurried away, with 
a few unmeaning protestations of regard, 
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leaving him and his shallow theories together,- 
and to die together, for what they knew or 
oared. This was John Woodhatch's new con- 
viction ; and it did not add any brightness to 
his face when they were all back again at the 
farm, and the blinds were drawn up, and life 
seemed to have recommenced in the great 
house. 

"I'm theenking ye're a bit too much 
ooppressed, John, by all this," said Parson 
Larcom suddenly; "and yet I've never 
thought ye a man to give way like a 
chHd." 

" I have' always fancied myseK terribly 
strong," answered the other; "but then it 
was all fancy." 

"She's at rast, poor soul; and life on 
earth was not a parteecularly happy one to 
her, I take it," added Mr. Larcom* 

"I'm not thinking of her," answered the 
farmer restlessly; "so you need not preach 
me a sermon on the vanities of life. I do 
not need any consolation. Alec ; I am quite 
resigned." 

" That's waal." [ 

"Where is Lucy ? Where is Morice ? " 
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*'Lucy is packing up, I think, and Morice 
is with her," was the reply. 

^^ Ah, yes — packing up to go away ; that's 
true. When do you leave us, old man ? " 
ie asked carelessly. 

" To-morrow." 

'* And you think of going abroad ? " 

"Preesently — very soon, that is," said Mr. 
Larcom. '^ There is all this French law and 
French money to look after ; and Lucy is not 
so Strang as she should be, and I'm theenking 
a change will not do me any harm," 

" Change is good for us all," John Wood- 
hatch answered absently; *^but then it is a 
world of change, if we only' wait patiently." 

"And talking of waiting, John," remarked 
the parson, "it strikes me that ye show a 
most deceeded relooctance to read the poor 
thing'sf last will and teestament. It's vary 
woonderful," he added; "but ye don't seem 
to care what becoomes of her money." 

"I do not care." 

" Ye would not care if she had not left ye a 
penny, I'll be boond," he remarked. 

" She has not left me a penny," came the 
echo back. 
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" Oh, ye know, then ? " 

" She told me long ago I should only waste 
her money on the vile and criminal, or the 
hopelessly base and the desperately ungrate- 
ful," answered John Woodhatch; "and so 
money would never be of any good in my 
hands. She was a far-seeiug woman, and. 
Alec, she was right enough." 

He leaned forwards, clasped his big brown 
hands together, and looked sternly ahead of 
him. Mr. Larcom filled his pipe slowly, and 
regarded his friend sideways during the 
process. 

*' What has harppened, John ? " 

" Very little you would care to hear." 

" Ye have been disappointed in Greg," said 
the parson ; " I see that." 

"Yes." 

"And Kitty?" he added shrewdly. "In 
Kitty, too ? " 

" Yes." 

" I told ye lang ago that scheme of yours 
would all end unsartisf act only," said the 
parson. " I was sure of it lang ago. Ye did 
not go the right way to wark, John, from the 
vary first." 
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"What would you have done ? " asked the 
other sharply. " Here were two souls to be 
saved, and it was my task to save them. 
Where has been the mistake ? " 

Alec Larcom was always ready for argu- 
ment. FKnt and steel would not more surely 
bring forth sparks of fire than the words of 
these two men in disputation. Two men of 
strong opinions, and of contrary opinions, and 
both dogged and vain — for all their rough- 
and-ready virtues; it was only Lucy's tact 
which had saved many a sharp contest 
between them. 

" Where has been yeer mistake, John ? '* 
said the other, leaning back in his chair and 
puffing his pipe complacently. "Ye have 
thought too much of your own plans, and toa 
leetle of a friend's senseeble adveece. Ye have 
gane on like a bleend mole, theenking yeerself 
mighty wise and mighty clarver, and that 
money, good wards, and parfect confeedence, 
would do everything in time." 

"Yes — that was the idea. Why has it 
failed?" 

" Ye have thought of yeerself, and ye have 
not taken God into yeer plans. Ye have gane 
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•on as if there wasn't One — and that's jest 
it, now ! " shouted the Methodist. " That's 
the warst of ye, good as ye are, unseelfish as 
ye may be, ye haven't been one bit or scrap 
releegious, or trusted to the — ^to the adveece 
of releegious men." 

** I thought I knew better than you, you 
mean?" said John Woodhatch. "Ah! per- 
haps I did. And where I have failed, you 
would have failed. They would have never 
trusted you, Alec ; they never liked you, not 
one of them." 

** Ye know narthing — absolutely narthing — 
aboot that," said the other decisively. 

"As for religious men, what are they? 
What have they done better than the world- 
lings, but blunder more, and rave over other 
people's blunders. " No," he cried, " I am 
not a religious man." 

"It'sapeety." 

" Are rehgious men more useful than we are 
— ^more generous— more commonly honest ? ' 
he said scofl&ngly. " Po they not think moi 
of themselves, and of the world?— is n 
money as much their God as yours 
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" John— ye're raving." 

" And you are forgetting the will, preacher ,^ 
which has to be read to-night," said Wood- 
hatch — *^the wfll which leaves all the money 
to Kitty Vanch, you know." 

"Gard bless us, I don't know that," ejacu- 
lated Mr. Larcom, as the pipe fell from his 
mouth, and was shattered to pieces on the 
floor. ''Ye have known this all along, it 
seems ? This is yeer doing — and ye have 
influenced that poor, mad body to pitch it all 
away fram us. Ye have turned against Lucy, 
and Lucy's child and me, and I am beetterly 
deesappointed in ye." 

*' Never mind the money. Go on with your 
sermon on human vanities," said the farmer 
bitterly. '' What is money, after all ! " 

"Ye need not jest — ^ye have acted vary 
badly in all this." 

*'I have not acted at all. But you are 
welcome to misjudge me — I am prepared for 
all/that," he answered sternly; "it will end 
the story quite consistently." 

" How do you know all the praperty is left 
to Kitty Vanch ?" asked the parson. " Have 
ye oopened the will ? " 
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"Then " 

*^ She spoke of her money once or twice on 
the day she died, and told me in what way she 
had left it." 

** Ye may be meestaken," 

"Likely enough. I am altogether a mis- 
taken man," 

"And this being right, ye could not put in 
A ward, whilst there was time, for us ? " said 
the parson reproachfully . % "Ye who guess 
what a terreeble grind my life has been — and 
how I have never known the common oarm- 
forts of life from begeening to end." 

"You have had reKgion to console you — 
and it will console you again," said John 
Woodhatch. 

Alec Larcom looked hard into the stem face 
of the speaker, like a man who would see a 
further insult in the words conveyed, and yet 
was inclined to doubt if there were any fresh 
bitterness of satire in them. And there was 
not. John Woodhatch's anger had died away, 
and he spoke with some amount of envy of 
the minister's power to find consolation and 
relief where he could not — ^with sorrow, even, 
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that it was beyond his own power, he being 
a stronger and more sceptical man. 

He went to the safe, unlocked it, and drew 
forth the will : and Alec Larcom's hands shook 
as they were planted on his knees, with a faint 
effort at composure, pitiable to witness. 

" We had better send for Lucy," said John 
Woodhatch, " she is concerned in this." 

" Yes. I had fargotten Lucy, poor child," 
«aid Mr. Larcom. 

Lucy was sent foi, and presently she joined 
the two men in the farm parlour, looking from 
one to the other timidly, as she entered, as if 
in doubt as to the motive which required 
her presence. Did she remember five years 
ago in that room too well just then? — the 
eve of her going away from the farm, when 
John Woodhatch had told her of her father's 
wishes, and his knowledge of the hopelessness 
of the deep love he had always had for her ? 
She seemed relieved when she noticed the 
papers in John Woodhatch's hands, and John 
had said — 

"There is Miss Brake's will to consider, 
Lucy — and you may probably be mentioned 
in it." 
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" Is it necessary to read it now ?" she asked. 

" You are going away to-morrow, and there 
may be something important to consider," ha 
said calmly — so very calmly, that it sounded 
like a different tone of voice from that which 
he had always used towards her. She 
wondered a little what might be in his 
thoughts, or what her father and he had 
been discussmg together, and then • she sat 
down between them and waited patiently. 
She was not excited at tte possible tenor of 
the document in John Woodhatch's hands; 
she looked from him to her father curiously, 
and for an instant again, before the seal was 
broken, and the farmer read aloud the last 
wishes of Hester Brake. 

It was a short will ; it had evidently not 
taken long for the testatrix to make up her 
mind what to do with her money, or to 
arrange for the disposal of that money after 
her mind had been once made up. And it 
was as John Woodhatch had foreshadowed. 
All the property of which she was pos- 
sessed, and to which she might be entitled 
in any way, went absolutely and for ever 
to her tried friend and companion Katherine 
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Yanchy and on the one condition that 
she should not marry Gregory Dorward. 
Otherwise, the whole of the property was to 
revert to Lucy Brake. And she appointed 
Alexander Larcom and a certain soUcitor at 
Boston as executors to her will. 

'^ I shall decleene to act as axecutar to the 
doocument/' said Mr. Larcom, compressing his 
thin lips ; " I haven't been consoolted in the 
matter, and the lawyer may have it all his 
own way, for me." 

" I think I would act, Alec," John Wood- 
hatch remarked quietly. *^It will be for the 
advantage of your daughter." 

" I don't see that." 

" Kitty Vanch will marry Greg Dorward," 
said the farmer. 
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CHAPTEE II. 



MORE DEPARTUBES. 



John Woodhatch for once proved himself to be 
a true prophet. He who had been so seldom 
right in his life, was right in this instance to 
the very letter of his prediction. It was a 
little after noon of the following day when a 
telegram was brought to him, which he read 
in the front parlour to Lucy and her father. 

** From Gregory Dorward to John Wood- 
hatchy SJcegs Shore. 

** I was married this morning to Kitty. 
Think as well of us both as you can.^^ 

** So the story ends, after all, as I had 
planned it," said John Woodhatch, in a 
strangely unexultant tone ; '^ and Kitty Vanch 
marries Greg." 

** She was in a tremeendous liuiTy, all of a 
soodden," replied Mr. Larcom ; "if she had 
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only waited to hear this will read, I wonder 
what the effect would have been ? " 

" She would have naarried Greg just the 
«ame/' was the reply; **it is not impossible 
she knew the whole purport of this will. She 
was a great deal with Hester Brake at the 
last." 

** I hope she did," said the parson ; ^* it will 
■save a great deal of queebbling. Greg's a 
sharp fellow, might plead ignorance of the 
doocument, and put in a claim for his wife, 
after all. To me it's not so vary clear that 
Lucy will get " 

" Never mind the money just now. You 
will have plenty of time to think over all this 
abroad, where the money is," said Woodhatch ; 
*^ and Greg and his wife will have no opposition 
to offer. When do you leave ? " 

" I asked Fladge to be ready with the trap 
in aboot half an hour from this time," rephed 
the parson. '* We shall go to the cottage for 
one or two theengs, and then start from Skegs 
Shore by the five o'clock train." 

**You will be in France to-morrow, 
Alec?" 

" Yes." 
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" And the chapel business here ? " 
" I have arramged all that. A gentleman 
from Lincohi will take the ohapel in hand* 
He's a senseeble young man in his way, toOy 
and, I dare say, will succeed me altogether; 
and," added Mr. Larcom, "I hope ye will 
axtend to him all the hospeetaJity posseeble 
for the sake of an old friend." 

John Woodhatch looked hard at the old 
Mend aforesaid, but did not reply to him- 
Alec Larcom had forgotten the sharp discus- 
sion of the preceding evening, and was in 
excellent spirits altogether. Kate Vanch's 
marriage had followed so quickly on the read- 
ing of the will that the fortune seemed secured 
to him and his daughter before he had had 
much time to think of it ; and a new, bright 
life was stretching out for them both — a new 
beginning to all things, with not a care in 
the way to mar their rejoicing. True, there 
was something in John Woodhatch that was 
strange — that would have been exceedingly 
perplexing had Alec Larcom had the time to 
think it over at that busy period of preparation 
for departure — that would have distressed him,, 
had he thought there was real sorrow, real 
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trouble at the heart of the man whom he had 
known so long. But Alec Larcom was full of 
his own projects, full of himself, and his 
daughter's advancement in the world, full ox 
thoughts of the journey before him, and hardly 
the same man who had struggled and preached 
and worked his soul out at Skegs Shore. 
Prosperity would not wholly improve the 
Methodist parson, in all probability ; but then 
does great prosperity improve many folk, or 
any folk ? Were not om- friends the truer, 
better, and more straightforward before the 
golden shower came down j&rom heaven, or up 
from hell, to gild their ways in life ? — and oh ! 
the rich prigs on whom it is a pleasure to turn 
one's back now. 

John Woodhatch was soured with thoughts 
somewhat akin to these; but he was studi- 
ously grave, even polite, to Alec Larcom, and 
to his daughter Lucy. And he seemed to 
look at each of them, and at little Morice, and 
•even at Keuben Fladge and his farm servants, 
in so strange a way, as if they were all people 
in whom he was perforce still interested, and 
whom he studied a great deal, and to the last, 
though without any heart in his work. 
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Lucy Brake, more watchful than her wont, 
saw this, and more than this, with a rapidly 
increasing surprise, and an anxiety for which 
she could hardly account. Presently she 
came to him when he was alone, when he was 
walking in the garden with his hands crossed 
behind him, after the old fashion which he 
had, and took her place by his side with the 
freedom of one ever sure of a welcome. He 
did not appear surprised at this, but his face 
did not light up, as usual, at the sight of her. 
It remained still curiously grave, with a mean- 
ing on it utterly impossible to decipher in that 
hour, and for many hours to come. 

*' John," said Lucy frankly, " has any one 
offended you ? Have you taken offence at 
anything that has been said or done of late 
days?" 

" I am not quick to take offence, Lucy," he 
replied ; " and I am not offended." 

"Nor hurt?" 

" No." 

" Nor — nor disappointed ? " 

" No. I cannot say I am disappointed in 
anything or anybody." 

" But 3^ou have altered so much ; you are- 
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not the John Woodhatch I have always 
known," she said. " Since Hester's death 
you have been so different altogether." 

"I am sorry you have remarked it, Lucy, 
or cared about it in any way," he replied, 
speaking very slowly ; "but I do not deny I 
have altered, possibly have wholly changed 
with the changes which have come to us, and 
— more of which are coming." 

" I do not see " 

" There will be farther changes here. There 
will be new Uves begun and old lives ended 
before you are back again in Lincolnshire, — if 
you ever come back, that is," he added. 

" Why should I not ? " 

" You will be happier away— much happier.'^ 

** I am not fond of travelling. I am no 
great hand at making friends, and I beUeve," 
she added in a Httle whisper, " I detest money 
and people who are fond of it." 

"It is not everything, but it is a mighty 
power," answered Woodhatch, " and is never 
to be despised." 

" Will you tell Kitty for me, please," she 
said very hurriedly, " that this marriage of 
hers shall make no difference in her future 
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prospects, and that she need not feel — neither 
she nor Greg — any disappointment at the con- 
ditions of the will For I ' ' 

She stopped as he touched her arm, and 
looked at her with the same grave, steady, 
incomprehensihle stare. 

" You will not burden me with commissions, 
Lucy, which it will be beyond my power to 
fulfil," he said. 

" I — I do not understand you," Lucy said, 
with her heart beating very rapidly. 

'* I shall not see Kitty Vanch, or Greg, ever 
again. They belong not to my life — they are 
completely gone. That's all," he added. 

''But why?" 

'' Ah, don't ask me for explanations," he 
said ; " they are beyond me." 

''You will write and tell me what you mean, 
for there is some mystery you are keep- 
ing from me, John, some secret, some new 
project." 

"Yes, I have a project in my mind, and you 
shall hear of it soon, Lucy," he said. " Forty- 
five is late in the day for planning it out ; but 
it wiU not be kept from you or yom- father. 
You are both sure to hear of it." 
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" These mysteries are not like you, and are 
not worthy of one who has been always so 
outspoken," she murmured reproachfully. 

" You will bear with them and me for the 
few moments that are left," he said very ten- 
derly ; " to explain would do no good, and 
might effect much harm. I want you to for- 
give me, Lucy, before you go away to- 
day." 

'* To forgive you — what ? What have I ever 
had to forgive in my father's friend — my 
father's own right hand ? ' ' 

" I am keeping a secret from you," he 
replied, " a something which you ought to 
know, but which I dare not tell you — which 
you shall know later on when you are abroad." 

^*And why cannot you tell me, or — trust 
me?" 

"It concerns the life of another, and 
influences that life so much," he answered; 
^* and I would be forgiven blindly in this 
matter." 

" I do not believe I have anything to for- 
give," said Lucy wonderingly. 

"Yes," he responded. 

" Then. be forgiven, John, with all my heart 
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and soul. In very gratitude for all the dear 
old times, believe me," she exclaimed. 

" Thank you, Lucy," he answered, as he 
took her hands in his ; " you would bring 
back those dear old times again to me, if any- 
body could. But that is quite impossible- 
There is no stepping back to the old days. 
It is always onward, step by step, to the 
night." 

" Bather to the brighter day, for such good, 
earnest men as you." 

*^ I am not a good man, although," he 
said, after a pause, '' I am terribly in earnest." 

* ^ Why will you not tell me what is distress- 
ing you ? Because I am a woman, weak, and 
vain, and untrustworthy? " she said. 

" Because you are the woman who would 
be distressed with me, and to no useful pur- 
pose," he replied ; " because you will go away 
the happier for not knowing ; because to know 
it later on is so very much the better for us 
aU." 

^^But " 

*'But you must not worry me too much^ 
child," he said, with a shade more sternness 
in his manner, and from which she shrank at 
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once, it was so new to her; ''I cannot bear 
more even from you." 

"Very well," she answered sadly and sub- 
missively. 

"Ask at the Poste Kestante, Paris, for 
letters, will you, Lucy ? " 

" Of course, of course. And father or I will 
write to you to-morrow night, and ' ' 

Again that strange stretching out of his big 
hand, and reducing her to immediate silence 
by a touch which seemed to turn her into 
stone, as the touch of a dead hand might have 
done. 

"Don't write to me, or think of me, yet 
awhile, tUl a communication reaches Paris for 
you," he said; "it will be only waste of 
time." 

" You do not wish to hear from us," she 
murmured. 

" You and your father are going away from 
my hfe, and are anxious to go ; why should 
you be troubled by thinking of me ? What is 
the use of it ? " he said. 

" Yes, John Woodhatch, you are offended 
with us," cried Lucy, passionately now ; " we 
have done you in your estimation — but God 
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knows not intentionally — some grievous 
wrong. And we have a claim to know what 
you consider that wrong is.'* 

" You have done me no wrong. I have 
asked your forgiveness," he said, ^* and there 
is no thought in my heart which is not for 
the welfare of Alec Larcom and his daughter. 
What more can I say ? " 

** Ah ! but you do not explain." 

^' The explanation will he shortly on its way 
to you," he replied. ^*Do me the justice to 
wait for it, Lucy; and so leave me now in 
peace. It is the last thing I ask." 

** I will not harass you any more," said 
Lucy in response. 

^* Not the last thing, quite," he corrected, 
*' there is one favour more I am going to beg." 

" Well," said Lucy, '' what is that ? " 

" Come in-doors and play me the Wedding 
March, as you did five years ago. I should be 
glad to hear it once more in my life," he said. 

^' To hear it many times, if you will, when 
I come back, John." 

^* Come back here ? " he said. 

^^ Why, yes— why not ? " 

^' You will never come back to Farm For- 
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lorn," he said; ^^ and that is why I wish you 
to play to me to-day." 

She would not ask him for any further ex- 
planation ; he would not have given it if she 
had done so. He spoke in riddles, but there 
was no solution to them — and he spoke aa 
if they were the explanations rather than the 
riddles themselves. And, moreover, he took 
it for granted that she and her father were 
leaving him for ever, and were only too glad 
to get away from him, to think of returning to 
the place. He seemed to imply that he was 
nothing in their estimation, and that it was as 
well for all of them it should be so, and she 
could only trust to time, to a few weeks or 
months, to disabuse his mind of so unworthy 
an impression. He was not himself now. 
The death of Hester Brake had changed him 
very much ; the sudden departure of Greg 
and Kitty Vanch, and even Mrs. Chadderton, 
was all part of the mystery which had altered 
him, and which he had promised to explain 
when she and her father and Morice were 
in Paris. This was not the John Woodhatch 
she had ever known — presently he would be 
his firm, self-reliant, honest self again, and 
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not the grave shadow of what he had been. 
And till that day came, she would wait in 
peace — ^wondering, a little, why she should 
think of it so deeply. 

It was a strange time to play Mendelssohn's 
Wedding March ^ a strange air to select, the 
day after a funeral ; but it had been a favourite 
of his, and this was his last wish, and she was 
going away. 

They passed into the farm parlour together, 
and she took her seat at the grand piano he had 
bought for her last visit, and played with her 
old skill, whilst he watched her, and thought 
of the five years since she had sat there terribly 
afraid of him and what he was going to say to 
her. She had not changed in the least, to 
his observation ; she was the same fair-haired 
blue-eyed girl, whose beauty trouble had not 
marred, and before whom might stretch a 
world of happiness to come, as he prayed to 
God it might. He had grown grey in earnest 
in those five long years, and old at heart, and 
soured and discontented, and had lost faith in 
everything that claimed a friendship with 
him. At forty-five years of age, he was an 
old man — a very old man, he knew — ^without 
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a hope in the world, and with just one fleeting, 
•childish fancy to hear her play again in the 
home to which he had told her she would 
never come hack — and which was a sure pro- 
phecy, despite all Lucy's doubts. 

" Thank you," he said very gravely, when 
she had finished. " It was kind of you. I 
mil remember this always." 

Before Lucy could reply, if she had thought 
of replying, Alec Larcom and his grand- 
daughter Morice, came into the room, 
•equipped for their journey, and looking very 
much astonished. 

*' What a time to be doddering away at the 
piano ! " exclaimed Mr. Larcom, '* and Fladge 
already ootside with the trap. Get yeer 
things on, Lucy, for goodness sake." 

Lucy withdrew, and Alec Larcom bustled 
about and looked for sticks, umbrellas, and 
wrappers, with the customary fussiness of a 
man going a few miles, and ran in and out of 
the room half a dozen times, becoming more 
red and confused with each occasion. John 
Woodhatch stood looking down at the piano 
as though Lucy was still sitting there, imtil 
little Morice touched his hand. 
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" Are you sorry we are going, Mitter Wood- 
hatch ? " she asked suddenly. " You look 
sorry, — oh I so very," 

" Yes," he said ; " I am sorry." 

When they were outside in the roadway, 
little Morioe, still clinging to his hand^ said 
suddenly — 

" Why don't you come with us. We should 
like you to ! " 

" Ah ! you are kind to think of that, little 
Morice," he answered; " hut that cannot be." 

She was the first to think of it, the only one 
to think of it, and he was grateful. He stooped 
and kissed her, placed her between her mother 
and grandfather, whilst Fladge clambered to 
the back seat, with his usual weak grin of 
satisfaction at everybody and everything. 
And then there were the final good-byes, Mr. 
Larcom being absent-minded and flurried, 
with the reins in his hands, and almost too 
pre-occupied to say farewell, and Lucy as grave 
as John Woodhatch, now, and with tears 
swimming in her eyes. 

" Good-bye," she murmured," and for all 
kindness here, our thanks." 

*' Good-bye," he answered softly. 
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" And we'll see ye again, John, let us hope. 
And send ye all the news — and let ye know 
how we're faring shartly. And good-bye to 
ye," cried the parson, flourishing his whip. 

" Good-bye, old Alec," he replied. But he 
looked at Lucy, and as they drove away he 
raised his big felt hat to her, and she marvelled 
once again at the meaning on his rugged, 
sunburnt face. 

They were gone, and he turned very quickly 
and like a man of business to the work he had 
on hand. 

" Now fhen^' he said sternly. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE SETTLEMENT OF THE ACCOUNTS. 

John Woodhatch seemed to resume all his 
old energy with the departure of his guests 
from Farm Forlorn. Before his friends, he 
had been reserved and stern; with their 
absence from his homestead, he was more like 
the old master than he had been during the 
last week — and yet, after all, the master with 
a difference. The friendly smile was alto- 
gether gone, and was not likely to return, 
with the dead weight at his heart ; the eager 
eyes were bright and searching, without the 
light and love in them which had been always 
there, and the whole expression of the face was 
marked by the new determination which had 
been upon his mind some days, and which he 
had kept back from all concerned in him. 
But the men about the farm, the women- 
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servants in his employ, were to be told readily 
what he had concealed from Larcom and his 
daughter; the hour had come to tell them, 
and he had been waiting for it patiently. 
With the exodus of his last friends — or those 
who professed to be his friends still, he thought 
bitterly — ^there had arrived the hour for action, 
:and the time to end it all. 

" Let everybody on the farm come to me in 
lialf an hour's time," he said to those who 
were nearest to him at the moment after the 
Larcoms' departure ; then he strode away and 
was busy in his own rooms until the time 
appointed. He wrote two letters there, one 
io Mrs. Gregory Dorward, 10, Bolter's Bents, 
Drury Lane, and a second to Mrs. Brake, 
Poste Brcstante, Paris, and they were both 
'dashed off at a rate which betokened he had 
made up his mind what to say and how to 
-say it. These letters he put in the breast- 
pocket of his coat, to post at some future 
period with his own hands ; then he packed 
with the same haste a big portmanteau which 
he had not used since his last trip to London, 
five years ago, thrusting in clothes, papers, 
l)anknotes, loose money, with very little heed. 
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as to the method of arrangement. A man 
bent on flight from his pmrsuers would have 
packed in that wild manner, as against time 
which might discomfit him, if he were not 
quick in preparation ; and yet, when the task 
was accomplished, he sat down and stared at 
his work in a very absent fashion. 

To the minute of the appointed time, he 
was at his post in the farm parlour, with a 
crowd of eager, sunburnt faces surrounding 
him, looking in at the windows, peering round 
the doors — ^the whole retinue of Farm Forlorn, 
the rank and file of the grim regiment he had 
enlisted in his service, and, as he had hoped, 
in God's, until this day of disappointment. 
They were all there, and, massed together 
thus, presented a remarkable testimony, as it 
were — and as he thought in that hour — of the 
hopeless nature of the task which he had set 
himself so long to carry out. 

No wonder he had failed, with this material 
to work upon, and with his * one theory that 
man required but his chance to pass from 
darkness unto Hght, seeing the one example in 
himself of what an earnest, honest resolution 
might effect. All this, is own intolerable 
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conceit, he knew now, for in himself he was 
a total &ilnre! He had failed in securing 
happiness, or confidence, or common respect 
No one trusted him, and everybody turned 
away from him when self-interest^ or a blind 
selfishness which knew not what was best, 
impelled man or woman to take the side 
against him. He had been simply tolerated 
^ these years, and there was no one really 
to care for him, and plenty of folk to suspect 
him and his motives, and to set against him 
always the history of his early life. No one 
had believed in true repentance but him*self, 
and his had been a mad belief which had 
ended in this downfall. So be it. He had 
done his best, but it was not for a man like 
him to succeed in Christian work. He was not 
good enough. He gave up, now, for good ! 

In a few words he told this to his startled 
listeners, regarding them gravely, as parts of 
the gigantic failure to which he had suc- 
cumbed ; but he spoke not unkindly, only like 
one who had made up his mind to end this 
comedy of philanthropy summarily and com- 
pletely. 

**You will all do as well without me in. 
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the world as with me," he concluded ; " yoiB 
will get your living, most of you, honestly and 
fairly, I hope — and there will be no one to 
preach at you any more. It is a wide county^ 
and there .is plenty of room, and, after all, it 
is not the worst recommendation to come 
from Woodhatch's farm. And so good luck 
to you, men and women, and don't forget the 
master altogether. He will think of you very 
often.'' 

The faces betrayed blank astonishment 
rather than regret ; but there were one or two 
lips quivering in the crowd, one or two hearts 
touched by the few rough words of explanation 
he had proffered them, one or two rugged,, 
desperate natures which he had distrusted 
most, the most affected and cast down. 

" And now you have only to receive your 
wages in advance — to pack up to-day and go,'^ 
he said, drawing a large canvas bag of money 
to his side. 

"Now!" echoed one or two, and **To- 
day ! " was murmured like a chorus in the 
background. 

"It all ends in another hour — and I shall 
be very glad if you have all left by that time,'^ 
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he answered. ** It will put you to some in- 
convenience, especially you women, but I will 
remember that in your wages. Moneyjmust 
make the amends it can for the extra trouble 
which I give you. And if you are not satis- 
fied with what I give, tell me so at once; 
there will be no time for reparation the next 
day." 

"But the horses — the stock — the crops?" 
asked many wondering voices. 

" They are sold ; the stock will be fetched 
' away almost immediately," he added, looking 
at his watch. 

" And the farm, sir ; who takes the farm ? " 

"No one takes it," he answered; "it is 
my own property, and will not be let again. 
This is Farm Forlorn, and will remam so to 
the end." 

They did not understand him, but they 
asked him no more questions. There was that 
in his looks which checked further inquiries 
from his dependents ; there had been always 
times when John Woodhatch was a man not 
be trifled with, or even reasoned with, and 
this was one of them. They were to receive 
their wages and depart ; and they were liberal 
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wages which he paid them in fall of all 
demands, being prone that day to mark their 
progress with gold pieces. Only one man of 
the number responded to the hint conveyed 
to them a few minutes ago, and he had 
been there but three weeks, and had been 
dissatisfied from the moment of his advent. 
He turned the money over in his hand, and 
thought it was not suflScient considering the 
lateness of the season, and the long distance 
to his native place, where there might be his 
only chance of getting work again ; but as 
John Woodhatch put his hand mechanically 
into his money-bag, the man was hustled in 
hot haste from the room, and thrust out by 
impetuous and indignant force into the road- 
way. The master did not seem to notice this 
outburst of virtuous feeling — the resolve that 
his hberality should not be imposed upon by 
this new ** greedy hound " — and presently he 
was sitting there alone, having shaken hands 
with the last servant and received the last 
good wishes for his future welfare. 

And there he sat till they were gone, the 
noise and confusion in the big farmhouse 
troubling him not at all. Men came from 
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dLstant farms, true to their appointed time, 
and drove away every living thing npon the 
-estate ; the servants melted by degrees ; there 
was a grand exodus towards Skegs Shore 
Tillage, a long procession of people who were 
not living in the cottages round about the 
dEarm, and who, seized with John Woodhatoh's 
impetuosity, hastened away at once. 

Eeuben Fladge, bringing the horse and trap 
homewards from the parson's house, pulled 
up dismayed at the first group which he 
encountered, and bawled forth his questions 
as to the meaning of it all, receiving it with 
open mouth and blinking eyes, and gasping 
for his breath after the news had been im- 
parted to him. 

''It's a lie; it ain't so. I tell you it's a 
lie," he shouted, as he drove off again; 
stopping at each fresh group he met upon 
the way and asking the same questions, and 
vociferating his indignant denial of it all after 
each fresh supply of information, flourishing 
his whip above his head in his excitement, 
and like the poor, half-mad thing he was. 

"It ain't true. He wouldn't have forgot 
me like this, or told me naught about it. It's 
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every bit a lie," he was muttering to himself 
still when he reached the farm, where he 
fonnd the doors closed and the windows 
barred, as if death had stepped into the 
house again. But the master was waiting 
for him. He had not forgotten him. All had 
been thought out very carefully, and John 
Woodhatch had never been more methodical. 

He stepped out of the house with the big 
portmanteau in his hands, and pitched it into 
the trap by the side of Eeuben Fladge. 

"You'll have to drive back to Skegs Shore, 
Pladge, and leave this with the station- 
master. I will call for it before the last train 
to Hull comes in to-night." 

"But — but you ain't agoing away all at 
once like this ? " jerked forth Fladge ; " you 
ain't going to leave me here alone, master, 
without you ? Oh, that can't be ! " 

" There, there, we must not have any 
raving in the broad daylight, Fladge," said 
John Woodhatch, taken aback by this demon- 
strative fellow, and remembering suddenly the 
hour of a previous parting with him, and the 
trouble he had been ; "just sit there and 
listen to my instructions." 
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A firm, decisive tone was best with Kenben 
Fladge when the fit was on him of rash 
impnlsiyeness. The servant looked hard at 
the master, bnt was silent and attentive. 

"Ton understand about that portmanteau 
— ^what I want done with it ? '' said John 
Woodhatch. Then he reiterated his instrac- 
tions, and Beuben Fladge nodded his head, 
and when the master had concluded, said — 

" I'll take care of it tiU you come." 

"No. You wiU leave it at the station, I 
teU you." 

" But, look here " 

John Woodhatch would not wait for Eeuben 
Madge's argument upon this part of the 
question, but went on with farther instruc- 
tions as to the fature course of action of his 
subordinate. 

" You will drive from the station to Blea- 
thorpe — ^to Tolland's farm — and there remain 
until you hear from me." 

"You said I wasn't to go there ever any 
more," Fladge muttered. "I don't like 
Tolland's farm." 

" Why ? " 

" It ain't like home," he answered sullenly; 
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** this has only been my home. There's been 
bad luck everywhere else." 

" Try and like it, Madge. It may be yours 
some day," was the reply. 

" Mine ! Ho, ho ! What would be the good 
of it to me ? " he cried. 

" Sell it, then, and do something better 
with the money. For it is yours, man," said 
Woodhatch, "and the deeds will reach you 
to-morrow in your own house." 

*^ Good Gord ! " exclaimed Fladge. 

"At all events, it's a chance," remarked 
the master. " And every man should have 
his chance. Don't you see that yet ? " 

Fladge shook his head, and flicked the ears 
of the horse before him with his whip. He 
had recovered his equanimity and was stolid 
and passive. 

"I don't want anythin' o' that sort," he 
said; " it's not in my line — ^it's not what I've 
been used to." 

" There will be money to your account in 
Bleathorpe Bank, and you can't make a worse 
mess of it than I have. And," he added, 
" you may succeed." 

" No, I shouldn't." 



TEE SETTLEMENT OF THE ACCOUNTS. 189 



a 



But the thing is done," said John Wood- 
hatch with an angry stamp of his foot, " and 
cannot be undone. Ton are the one man I 
have wronged in my life, in thinking you were 
the murderer of Morris Brake, and yet you 
are the only one who has been faithful to me, 
and will be sorry when I have gone. I am 
rich, and you are a poor dolt looked down 
upon in Lincohishire — and it is settled you 
shall have this farm. You hear this. Do 
with it what you will when I am gone — ^that 
is nothing to me ; I shall not care what you 
do." 

"Where are you going, master?'* asked 
Hadge. 

"That is a question you have no right to 
ask." 

" Can't I go with you ? " 

" No. Impossible." 

"It's all I want, Mr. Woodhatch," said 
Reuben very slowly. "To be with you — or 
near you. I don't want no more than that — 
and not having it, nothin's any good to me. 
And I won't take nothin', and that's Gord's 
truth." 

John Woodhatch turned away and walked 
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the whole length of Farm Forlorn before he 
came back to the chaise in which this blank- 
visaged being was ensconced. He was almost 
unmanned; here was one evidence at least, 
and at last, of his work not having been in 
vain. A strange, burlesque evidence of his 
success, but marked by real gratitude and an 
unselfish affection — two of the rarest qualities 
under the sun. 

** I am going away alone, and a long 
distance, where I shall be only at peace alone, 
Fladge," he said, "and I am never coming 
back." 

" Oh, don't say that. All of a sudden, too, 
hke this ! " 

"And you will make my going away a 
harder task than it is, by taking any notice 
of it. And so, Fladge, drive to Tolland's 
farm after you have been to Skegs Shore 
again, and think it your home and begin life 
afresh." 

" It ain't fit for me," muttered Fladge. 

" I wish it." 

"Ay," said Fladge with a short nod, and 
without looking at the master again. 

John Woodhatch walked back to the house. 
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passed in and closed the door behind him, 
thns terminating all further discussion with 
this dull-witted subordinate. He had issued 
his decree and there was no more to be said, 
he thought. He would benefit this man who 
did not care for benefits, and to whom 
benefits would not do any good. So much 
more waste money ; but that did not matter. 
He could only offer his money, not his love, to 
a weakling like this, and though that might 
do even harm to such a being as Reuben 
iladge, it was all he could do. 

Reuben looked over his shoulder as the door 
of the farm closed noisily, and took the hint 
which was conveyed by it. His master had 
not wished him good-bye, and, though he 
might think he had finished with him thus, 
he was out of his reckoning this time, and 
no mistake. Eeuben stared for a while at 
the farm, at the closed windows and doors, 
at the aspect of desolation which it seemed 
already to possess, and then with a half-groan, 
half-sigh bom of the excess of thought which 
was troubling him that day, he drove away 
in the direction of the railway station. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE END OF FABM FOBLOBN. 

Yes, the old farm had looked like desolation 
when Eeuhen Fladge had driven away from 
it. The absence of life about it was singularly 
marked, although human life had only vanished 
in the afternoon, and it was not yet sundown. 
And life was not aU gone from it even, for 
the master of Farm Forlorn had locked him- 
seK in with his household gods, and was very- 
busy after his fashion. In the cottages round 
about the farm, and in the lower level where 
old SpikinS had died, making so much 
mischief — all the mischief — in his last help- 
less days, it was known that Master Wood- 
hatch was still within the house, and hence 
the villagers kept in the background, guessing 
instinctively that the master wished to be 
alone. But in the cottages, and in the road 
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before the cottages, men and women stood 
in gronps and talked the matter OTer, and 
speculated on the reason of it all, and why 
John Woodhatch in this unseemly haste had 
paid them in fall of all demands and done 
with them for ever- 
Knowing not the tmth, dreaming not of 
what a man can do stnng to his heart's core 
by disappointment and ingratitnde, being onty* 
aware that John Woodhatch was a Uberal 
giver and liked odd folk and prison-folk about 
him, they, with the faciUty for easy lying 
patent to ignorance in general, constmcted 
their own history of the case, and set it down 
for gospeL Something had been found out, 
and it was necessary for John Woodhatch to 
get clear off. Nothing remarkable in this, for 
there was something to be found out in most 
of the hves round about this place — ^this being 
shadow-land and these its shadows; But it 
was certain the master must be gone. And 
though they would have been glad to know 
the exact facts of the case, and whether 
murder or robbery or some gigantic swindle 
was at the bottom of the explanation, still in 
the aggregate they wished John Woodhatch 
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might get comfortably away before the *^ slops'* 
frora Lincoln or Boston came and collared 
him. There were two or three strangers in 
the place that day, who might be after the 
master already, ai^d have warrants in their 
pockets for him ; who could tell ? One man 
professed to be there out of curiosity, and 
another to have heard of sales at Farm 
Forlorn, and have come too late in the day to 
drive any bargain with the owner ; but they 
were men who sat together still in tho tap- 
room of the wayside inn, and looked out of 
window at the stragglers, and as if half afraid 
of them, and what they might attempt in the 
way of rescue presently. Still they were men 
who might be brokers balked in making a 
seizure, now that the doors and windows of 
the place were closely barred, and the master 
as safe within the walls as in a fortress. 

The people talked in ^'the open " as though 
they had some inkling they should see the 
master again, and learn more of him and his 
motives, if they were vigilant, before the stars 
shone out. But the day stole away, and the 
stars were ghttering above them, and old 
Carlo was heard barking within the farmyard, 
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a sign of life and vigour at the old place yet, 
when one or two stragglers, getting tired at 
last of keeping the respectful distance which 
they had maintained all the afternoon, 
slouched past the farm and along the high- 
road, with their hands in their pockets and 
their feet scuffling up the dust — ^men struck 
out of work and ah'eady tired of the position. 
The farm looked very hlack and gaunt as the 
twilight deepened into night, and the trees 
rustled more ominously above it as though 
they had some cognizance of evil with the 
oncoming of a later hour. Presently, to 
the amazement of more than one pair of 
watchful ears pricked up that night, the old 
dog Carlo was heard barking a good quarter 
of a mile away, and it was suspected then that 
the master had stolen from the house by the 
garden door, and gone the short cut across 
the sand-hills to the sea. He wished to get 
away without any more adieux, unless he was 
coming back again to take care of his property 
after one of his wild walks on the shore, and 
after the habit that he had always had. The 
inhabitants were not certain, and did not go 
in search of him. They were careful folk. 
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who did not care for walks on tlie sand after 
dark, with the awful wind tearing across hun- 
dreds of miles of sea at them, and with rank 
desolation right and left — they would leave all 
that to John Woodhatch with great pleasure. 
Presently they grew tired of talking over the 
matter even, being early people, with sleepy 
wives; and doors were shut and lights ex- 
tinguished in the cottage windows, and onljr 
a few poor reckless souls without wives or 
without much care for them or for the morrow, 
and with extra money — John Woodhatch'* 
money — ^to spend upon sour beer, proceeded to 
the inn, to inspect the strangers again, anci 
take their turn at drinking hard. And the 
great old farm stood like a giant house beyond 
them, and grew blacker and blacker with the 
night, merging itself in the night's density at 
last, and then suddenly and awfully waking 
up to light. Waking to a deep red light of 
hidden flame within, which shone forth luridly 
through cracks of wooden shutters and fissures 
in the doors and above the shutters, where 
the strips of latticed glass were, and where 
every twisted pattern of the leaden frames 
became distinctly marked by a flickering light 
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"witliin, until the glass splintered and shivered 
with the heat, and smoke and sparks and fire 
came forth from a dozen parts at once, and 
each remote, snre sign of the inceDdiary 
having heen at work. The flames made 
steady progress, and stole Uke fiery serpents 
from room to room and corridor to corridor, 
crackling and snapping each scrap of wood- 
work in its progress ; and drowsy folk within a 
hundred yards dreamed not of dire disaster, 
till tiie ostler of the inn, crossing his stable- 
yard, was startled by the crimson light upon 
the cobble-stones, and looked up at the red 
sky and along the road towards the farm, as 
though the vision of judgment had come 
suddenly upon him. It was soon known, then, 
and Skegs Shore woke up to active life witti 
its first wild cry of " Fire ! " 

All Skegs Shore became busy and excited 
and half mad, and people ran to and fro 
and shouted " Fire ! " and women and children 
screamed, and those in other villages and at 
Skegs Shore proper woke up to the warning 
in the sky, and in aU haste made for Farm 
Forlorn, the common centre of disaster. The 
old parish engine was being unearthed and 
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getting ready for the journey, and the tele- 
graph wires were flashing the news to busier 
centres and asking for assistance. Mean- 
while, by the light of his own burning home, 
John Woodhatch strode rapidly away. There 
was no • longer darkness on his path ; his 
favourite walk when his mind was ill at ease — 
as it had been so many times in his life — was 
steeped no more in blackness, but aglow with 
crimson and gold, where the wet sands caught 
the reflection of the sky and the waves grew 
bright with it. 

He stopped once and looked back, and mut- 
tered ** So soon," and then resumed his way, 
Carlo looking up at him as if he were as much 
puzzled by the master' as those who had served 
him, and whom he had left behind that night 
with a grand spectacle of flame, as a wind up 
to his life with them. 

John Woodhatch had not the sands to him- 
self now. All Skegs Shore was bent on sight- 
seeing. A few figures ran past him, knowing 
the short cut to the farm as well as he, some 
glancing at him as they ran, and one man 
recognizing him and calling out his name, to 
which he took no heed, but strode on more 
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rapidly. Presently, when he was close upon 
the old ship's skeleton, some one darted 
towards him full of excitement, and caught 
him by the arm* There was no need to ask 
who it was that stayed his progress thus un- 
ceremoniously ; there was no time, had John 
Woodhatch been in ignorance, for, in a 
husky, agitated voice, Eeuben Fladge cried 
out — 

" Master, the farm ! the farm ! " 

"What are you doing here?" said Wood- 
hatch angrily ; " why are you lurking in 
this spot ? Why are you not at Bleathorpe, as 
I ordered you ? " 

" I have been waiting for you. I knew you 
would come this way ; I wanted so to see you 
again," he cried. " You won't be angry. The 
farm — oh ! the farm is ' ' 

" Yes; I know. Don't scream over it," said 
Woodhatch, interrupting him ; '^ it is a fit 
and proper thing, Fladge, that that should be 
the end of it." 

He pointed back to the red sky, and the 
flames rising brightly in it, and the sparks, 
which were drifting out to sea in one con- 
tinuous stream of golden flakes, with the 
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thick, heavy wreaths of smoke following them 
like fate. 

*' Oh, master ! " cried Fladge, bursting into 
tears ; '^ you have burnt it down, then ! " 

" Yes, I have." 

'' Oh, lor' ! what will they do to you for 
that ? " 

John Woodhatch laughed scornfully. 

'^ Anything they like ; and I don't know if I 
should protest," he answered. "But there, 
you must not make this noise, or we shall have 
many spies about us. I have done no one 
harm in this ; it was my own house, bought 
with my own savings, and it is better a ruin. 
I choose to have it a ruin, Fladge," he added, 
taking him by the arm, the better to impress 
the fact on his companion's mind; " and when 
you hear fools and liars talking of this, tell 
them so fi'om me." 

"Why did you burn it down?" gasped 
Fladge, glancing at his master, and half afraid 
of him and his manner, which was new to him. 

John Woodhatch had never been a man to 
brook much questioning, but he made no 
protest in this instance to Eeuben Fladge's 
inquiries. He was a man anxious to ex- 
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plain to this one being, whose brain \^as not 
able to receive it, the motiTes for his des- 
perate act. His anger at the sight of Benben 
had vanished, and his voice was low and 
earnest as he walked on with Fladge, his arm 
still linked in his. 

" I bnmed it down, Fladge, becanse in that 
honse I had met nothing bnt grievons shame 
and gross ingratitude," he said. "I wanted — 
I, a poor thief-bom wretch — ^to act as Grod 
Almighty in this place and rule as king and 
savionr. I wanted to be talked of as a great 
reformer of bad lives, a wondrons man, who, 
having known what crime was, and what temp- 
tation was, knew best the way to lead poor 
sinners from them. And I knew nothing — ^not 
even myself — and have been laughed at for my 
pains. Do yon think you understand me ? " 

'* Hardly, sir— hardly." 

" Try and do so when you are alone, so that 
you can tell this story when I am a long 
way from Skegs Shore. For you are left, 
Fladge, to fight my battles here," he said — 
"you who stood by me to the very last, 
and was the one friend left when the wreck 
came." 
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"I — I don't see it clear, " whimpered Fladge, 
again; " I can't. Where are you going, master 
— tell me that? And what are you going 
to do?" 

John Woodhatch did not reply to these two 
extra questions. They were of the class to 
which he would hazard no reply. But he went 
on in his own way — 

" You will go to Bleathorpe, and see what 
can be done there, Eeuben; and you will 
take care of old Carlo for me till he dies, I 
know." 

" That I will," Fladge answered. 

"I had intended to drown him to-night, 
out of his misery — the misery of a master's 
loss, Fladge, and which a dog feels most," he 
muttered to himself ; " but your lurking here 
to-night has saved the little life that's left 
him." 

*' Ay — ^is that it?" said the troubled Reuben. 

Here John Woodhatch came to a full stop^ 
and Fladge and Carlo stopped with him^ 

" I was rough and bearish to you when I 
saw you first," Woodhatch remarked ; ^^ let me 
say good-bye to you. And I'm sorry you should 
have had any harsh words of mine to-night te 
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sting yon. Bnt I am not qnite like myself — 
and I dare say," lie added, with another short, 
mocking langh^ "I shall never he myself 
again ; who knows ? " 

Fladge regarded him wistfiilly. As John 
Woodhatch held out his hand towards him in 
farewell greeting, he did not withdraw his own 
hands from the pockets into which a moment 
since he had throst them. 

"Why can't I go with you ? " asked Fladge. 

" I have said it's impossible." 

" You'll want somebody — ^you ain't fond of 
your own company ; and III never say a word 
or do a single thing to make you say, * I'm 
sorry I took the feUer with me,' " pleaded 
Fladge. 

It was true earnestness, and for an instant 
John Woodhatch wavered, although Beuben 
Fladge was not aware of it. 

" It can't be. At aU events at present. Per- 
haps," he added, " I may write to you in time 
to come — write to Bleathorpe, where you 
wiU be." 

"Ah! that's no good," muttered Fladge; 
" you don't mean it ? " 

" WeU, good-bye." 
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'^ Wliat are you going to Hull for ? " 
asked Fladge. " You said you was going to 
HuU." 

"It's a handy place to start from, and the 
ships sail out night and day, hour after 
hour, to new worlds, new hopes, new lives. 
And, Fladge, I am very tired of the old life. 
There," he said, '' will that do ? I can explain 
no more than that." 

. " Yes. I make out — some of it," answered 
Fladge. 

" Then good-bye — and God make a man of 
you, and a good man." 

''Thank you, sir," answered Fladge very 
humbly, and even inclining his head, as a 
suppliant might do receiving a benediction 
from his priest ; ''thankee, master, and — God 
bless you — aUers ! " 

"Thanks, Fladge; I will value your last 
wish for me. And good-bye again," he said, 
extending his hand once more. "Why the 
devil don't you say good-bye?" he cried 
petulantly at last. 

"J ain't agoing yet awhile." 

" But you must." 

" My way's yom- way," said Fladge. " There's 
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the horse and trap at the Swan, and I've got 
tp fetch it." 

" I am not going to the Swan." 

" No ; hut you're going that way," repKed 
Fladge, still persistent, not to say obstinate. 

John Woodhatoh shrugged his shoulders, 
and pressed the question no further. He 
walked on moodily towards the sand-banks 
where the pathway met the sea-shore and led 
to the village where he was known so well, 
and where Lucy Brake had Kved to this day. 
A poor, weak, loving, warm-hearted little 
woman, this Lucy, and not fit for him in any 
way, he thought very suddenly and remarkably 
just then, but the only woman in all his life 
whom he had ever thought of loving, and would 
have made an idol of, in his own clumsy way. 
Where was she now ? he wondered. And why 
had she, with all the rest of them, gone away 
so easily from him, with a few commonplace 
expressions of regret ? She might have guessed 
they would never meet again — ^that that had 
been his fixed resolve from the hour her father 
thought of giving up Skegs Shore. 

He walked on, thinking of her still, and 
Fladge and Carlo followed in the rear. The 
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sky was all ablaze, and lighted him along the 
footpath to Skegs Shore — ^the old gilt tips to 
the vane upon the church tower seemed like 
little jets of flame that night, and the glass 
windows in the quiet village were bright with 
dancing Ughts. 

There had been a rare race of the inhabitants 
to the farm, but there were a few dark figures 
dotting the main street, too indolent to make 
the journey, or too indifferent to sight-seeing, 
or with too much business at home upon their 
minds ; and there was quite a crowd of idlers 
round the doors of the Swan, all talking of the 
fire, and of John Woodhatch, and all with their 
faces turned to the red glare in the sky. One 
or two persons were hmTying in the distance 
towards the railway station where the down 
train was nearly due, and it was John Wood- 
hatch who, seeing them, was reminded of the 
time, and took longer strides in their direction. 

But the master of Farm Forlorn was recog- 
nized by those left behind in the old village, 
and more than one called out his name as he 
stepped into the foreground, and a few came 
running after him. He turned abruptly aside 
with the object of evading them and the 
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hundred questions which would be hurled at 
him, but they intercepted him at right angles, 
and were in front of him again, two men, on 
whom he had never set eyes before, standing 
completely in his way. 

'^ Mr. Woodhatch," said one of them. 

^' Yes ; but I am pressed for time, and have 
the Hull train to catch," he said, striding by. 

" Very sorry, sir," replied the man, as he 
and his companion kept pace with him, "but 
you can't go that journey yet awhile ! " 

" Why not ? " 

'' Very sorry, sir," he said again, " but I am 
a constable, and it's my business and my un- 
pleasant duty — to arrest you." 

" To arrest me ! " exclaimed John Wood- 
hatch. 

"Yes, sir; that's it." 

" It is my own farm, and no one's loss but 
mine, you fool ! " he thundered forth. 

"I don't know anything about the farm, 
Mr. Woodhatch," said the officer; "mine's a 
different affair, and I hope you'll come quietly 
with us, and save all fuss and bother." 

He glanced at the stalwart proportions of 
the farmer and trusted sincerely that he would. 
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*^ What is your charge ? " asked John Wood- 
hatch calmly. 

" Murder." 

'^ Murder ! " repeated the accused man; and 
'^Murder!" echoed Keuben Fladge, in a 
higher key. 

'^ Yes, sir. The old Morris Brake business, 
I'm sorry to say," replied the man, still 
deferentially; ''and you'll come quietly, I 
hope." 

"Yes," replied John Woodhatch, "quietly 
enough, my man. I am your prisoner." 
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ON BEHAND. 



More news for this quiet and sleepy part of 
green old Lincolnshire — this dead-and-alive 
Skegs Shore, where news, as a rule, flew by 
and left no trace, like carrier pigeons with 
tidings for a busier sphere. Moreover, here 
was news to be transmitted from Skegs Shore 
to English towns and cities, to the mighty 
London even, many miles away — news which 
might interest folk who had forgotten this 
dull, flat strip of coast, but remembered some- 
thing about a murder near it years and years 
ago. 

And now the murderer was discovered, and 
the whole story, with strange, supplementary 
details born of the mighty imaginations of 
descriptive reporters paid to make the most 
of it, cropped up afresh in the newspapers, 

VOL. III. p 



210 TEE HANDS OF JUSTICE. 

and, Heaven be praised, ^at a slack time of 
year, when poKticians were grouse-shouting, 
or, if extra energetic, wearying provincial and 
scanty audiences with second-hand platitudes, 
stage thunder, and blue fire — with dismal 
prophecies of the country going to ruin for 
not taking their advice, or hymns of praise 
and glory for taking it impKcitly and being 
none the better for it, just at present. The 
Skegs Shore murder came as a relief to the 
wind and water of the dull season, and people 
talked of it and grew interested in it, and 
saw love and jealousy and deep, dire revenge 
in it, and heaps of mystery, and all the 
component atoms of a big sensation. 

It . was a murder well pieced together, and 
the general public gave no thought to the 
possibility of the innocence of the man now 
under arrest. It was so indisputable a chain 
of evidence ; it was as everybody had thought ; 
it was as clear as day, as true as gospel ; it was 
absolutely natural. 

John Woodhatch and Morris Brake had 
been rivals for the affection of the parson's 
paughter, and when the former had discovered 
the secret marriage of his pupil with the 
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<)bjeot of his love, he had waylaid and kiUed 
the youth who had supplanted him. These 
had always been the facts of the case, people 
^aid down in Lincolnshire, but in the absence 
of proof, and with a liberal expenditure of 
money, and an artful attempt to pose as a 
philanthropist, John Woodhatch had ahnost 
lived down the first suspicion which had 
fastened on him. And now the murder was 
out, and the proofs rose like ghosts from the 
grave of the slain man, and aU was bare in 
the white light of God's day, with the Hands 
of Justice closing on the guilty one at last. 
A grand moral that sin should not have all its 
own way, and there was retribution to follow 
ihe commission of it. 

It was known now that the weapon with 
which the murder was committed had been 
buried in the sands, and that the name of 
John Woodhatch was on the handle. The 
farmer and one Eeuben Fladge, a mere tool 
of a stronger mind, it was asserted, had been 
seen together digging up this spud one dark 
night and sinking it deeper again for more 
security. There was an old cap found also, 
a something Woodhatch had worn probably 



212 TEE HANDS OF JUSTICE. 

by way of a disguise ; and the weapon had 
been missed from the night of the mnrder, 
and hidden here in preference to hurling it 
into the sea, which would have ebbed away 
along the level sands, and left the weapon 
shining on the sands with the next outflow 
of the tide. The murderer knew that very 
well, and understood the coast. This Reuben 
Fladge was probably an accomplice, and would 
turn Queen's evidence when frightened a little- 
more, the good, worthy, perspicacious, general 
public thought. He would make the whole 
story stronger, having been bribed heavily, for 
even a farm called Tolland's had been settled 
on him for no earthly reason that any one- 
could conceive, save as a price upon hi& 
silence. 

The evidence was somewhat weak at pre- 
sent, but the discovery of the spud would 
lead to business. Already it had been ascer- 
tained that John Woodhatch was not at his 
farm on the night of the murder, but on the 
sands, creeping stealthily in the direction of 
Skegs Shore ; and the police were anxious to 
discover the whereabouts of a certain Mrs* 
Chadderton, who had sat up for him that 
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night, and who had evidently disappeared 
from Farm Forlorn rather than be a witness 
in the case. Here was another party bribed 
and sent out of the way, John Woodhatch 
having had an inkling that the deed was 
being talked about again, and himself once 
more suspected. A deep, designing man this 
Woodhatch — a desperate character, and ready 
with the knife even as a boy, and one who 
might have been hanged for mm-der as a boy, 
if his victim had not been mercifully spared. 
They had aU his antecedents in the papers 
now ; the mighty Press had him by the throat* 
And then to bum down the farm, and doubt- 
less with many proofs of his crime therein; 
to pay his servants heavily to keep them on 
his side, in case of an arrest, and rescue him 
— if the destruction of his farm should not 
divert the attention of Skegs Shore folk so 
completely from the village as to enable him 
to slip away to Hull, thence to take ship 
away and be lost. 

By some mysterious means he had been 
warned of his danger early on that day, but 
had acted just a little clumsily in some re- 
spects, and so had come to grief. Always 
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the way with these calculating criminals — Si 
merciful dispensation it was that they should 
help to put the hangman's rope around their 
own necks, when left to their nefarious devices- 
There were two letters found upon the 
prisoner also, it was said, which tended ta 
impHcate him more deeply than even the 
new evidence which had cropped up to hi& 
detriment. One letter was to a Mrs. Gregory 
Dorward, the wife of a deserving youth who 
had left Farm Forlorn, probably in disgust at 
the conduct of its owner, telling her where 
money would be found to pay the passage out 
to Canada of herself and husband, and hinting 
that they were better away out of England, 
aud might rely on further help from him when 
they required it. This was further evidence 
of bribery and corruption. The second letter 
— and strange that it should be so, it was 
thought at first — was written to the widow 
of the murdered man, who also, as if doubt- 
ing him at last, had left suddenly for Paris, 
to which city the letter he had never posted 
— as though he had been afraid to place him- 
self in her power — was addressed. Herein was 
pllusion to the murder, as the motive for some 
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forgiveness wHoh he had asked of the young 
widow, and she had granted him, not knowing 
for what offence. *'I knew who had killed 
Morris, and I kept the truth from you, for the 
sake of your own peace ! " he had written very 
vaguely, although she would guess the truth 
at once, he knew, when he was far away from 
England and beyond all chance of capture. 
Of course there were hypocritical wishes for 
her happiness, allusions to old times, and the 
old love he had had for her; words of long 
fareweU, and words which were incoherent, or 
of a meaning which only Mrs. Lucy Brake 
could satisfactorily explain. It would be 
necessary to find Mrs. Gregory Dorward and 
Mrs. Brake, two beings who had occupied 
almost the last moments of Mr. Woodhatoh 
before he had made a bonfire of his property. 
They would throw a light upon the dark 
corners of this cause celebre^ and add to the 
interest of the plot. But neither Mrs. Gre- 
gory Dorward nor Mrs. Morris Brake were 
readily discoverable ; the Dorwards, a disre- 
putable gang, as it transpired, had disappeared 
from Bolter's Eents a day or two ago, and 
up to present date the Brakes had not beefi. 
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discovered in Faria. Meanwhile the first 
examination of John Woodhatch before a 
bench of magistrates at Lincohi was duly 
reported in the papers; and the facts, more 
or less distorted, which had led to his arrest, 
and which we have foreshadowed, were set 
before many dull but worthy gentlemen. 

One fact was startling, for a man who had 
maintained some position in the county, and 
whose badly packed portmanteau — unmis- 
takably significant of sudden fiight and haste 
— ^was crammed with notes drawn from his 
own bankers twenty-four hours before; and 
that fact was, the prisoner remained com- 
pletely imdefended. He had refused to send 
for his solicitor, or to employ a counsel; it 
was not worth while, he said; and it was 
remarked in court that he regarded the whole 
matter apathetically, as if he were a half- 
interested witness in the case rather than the 
party principally concerned, and over whose 
head was hanging so terrible a charge. He 
said not a word to criminate himself, which 
was a wise proceeding ; he did not even state 
that he was innocent, and to the evidence 
against him he listened with a languid interest 
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^hich must have been sheer affectation, 
sceptical people thought. 

There would have been a lack of sensation 
in the whole matter altogether, had not the 
preliminary business been enlivened by the 
putting of Keuben Fladge into the witness- 
box against his will, and swearing him to the 
whole truth, and nothing but the truth; 
which, to all outward seeming, he particularly 
objected to, raving and protesting and blun- 
dering and contradicting, and feigning to be 
idiotic ; even raising the ire of the bench and 
the observant public, and then convulsing 
both with laughter. 

It was a bad case, and went against John 
Woodhatch from the first. This Keuben 
Fladge would get himself into trouble pre- 
sently, it was considered; and, if not more 
expKcit on the next occasion, might find 
himself in the dock along with his master. 
He was a bad one ; had once upon a time 
borne the worst of characters, and it was not 
unlikely had had something after all to do 
with the commission of the crime. Still he 
» was not arrested, although detectives were 
told off to keep an eye upon him until the 



218 TEE BANDS OF JUSTICE. 

next examination ; which they did, and found 

it dreadfully tiresome work, Keuben being 

prone to long, swiffc walks of twenty-five 

miles or so at a stretch, without any object 

that was apparent, save to render himself 

disagreeable, and trot the oflScial force of 

Lincolnshire completely off its legs. He 

behaved like a madman in his perambulations, 

too ; flinging up his arms and raving at the 

sky, and caUing to all kinds of people to come 

and help his master; he was altogether 

*^ playing a pretty game,'' it was asserted 

by the exhausted poKce detailed to follow 

him, and who were dead beat already. Only 

the master of Farm Forlorn was calm and 

grave, and terribly at his ease. He would see 

no one ; to those who came by special order 

to see him, or wrote to offer in one way or 

another their services or sympathy — there 

wete a few of these folk, to his great surprise 

— ^he sent word to thank them, and to decline 

their kind offers of interposition on his behalf.. 

In his cell, under remand, he sat and thought 

a great deal, but he asked no one for the news 

beyond his prison waUs. 

" What does it matter now ! " he was heard 



ON BEMAND. 219* 

to mutter once in the airing-yard when he 
was taking his exercise with other unfortunates 
to whom bail had been refused, and on whom 
this Justice — grand and stem and merciless — 
had laid its mighty Hands — *' what does it 
matter now ! " 
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CHAPTER VI. 

HOW IT MATTERED TO LUCY BRAKE. 

Meanwhilb the news of John Woodhatch's 
arrest did not reach the ears of Parson Larcom 
and his daughter. 

"They think me guilty; they do not care 
to write to me, or ask a single question. They 
think the very worst," John Woodhatch said 
to himself; and meanwhile they were pro- 
ceeding on their holiday without a suspicion 
of what had happened to Farm Forlorn and 
its owner, without the faintest idea that they 
were being sought for by busy folk, anxious 
to constitute them principal characters in this 
story. 

They had proceeded straight to Paris, where 
Mr. Larcom, with a horror of hotels and the 
expenses to which he might be subjected 
therein, had procured apartments in a Kttle 
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side street near the Bue de Kichelieu. They 
did not dash into a round of sight-seeing, after 
the fashion of new-comers to the gay city; 
sight-seeing was hardly in Mr. Larcom's life, 
and they were scarcely in the fit and proper 
mood to enjoy titds great change in their lives, 
they discovered, after they had attempted to 
settle down. There was much business to 
attend to^ trustees to find, and their own 
identity to establish, and much wearisome 
business in understanding where iiie money 
was, and how it was to be transferred, and 
all this in a language which Lucy but im- 
perfectly understood and Mr. Larcom knew 
nothing of; and when business was over for 
the day, they were too tired for that fair 
amount of distraction to which Englishmen 
in Paris consider themselves entitled. 

Then it happened that little Morice fell 
ill, and there came a grave anxiety to the 
young mother, and no more thought of 

holiday-making, or even of money-makings 
to the Larcoms* 

Mr. Larcom began to grow very sick of 
wandering about the streets without Lucy 
and Morice, and to wish in his heart for an 
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excuse to return to Skegs Shore. It began to 
impress itself slowly upon his mind that he 
had been in too unseemly a hurry to get 
away from John Woodhatch, and that John 
Woodhatch must have noticed it and been 
offended by it ; and, the parson being a man 
with a conscience, this began to render him 
unhappy. 

Why he had not asked John Woodhatch to 
accompany them, at the slack time of the 
farming season, when the harvest was all in, 
and John could have got away so easily, began 
to harass him too. 

" I could have exeested in this unchreestian 
place with John, mayhap," he" muttered; 
**but to be trapesing aboot by myself, and 
with never a soul to speak to, is a terreeble 
nuisance, and the sooner the law beesiness 
is settled, and Morice is well again, the 
better for a quiet Methodist like me, I'm 
thinking." 

Finally the news came to him suddenly, 
and a day or two after the first examination 
of John Woodhatch at Lincoln; it startled 
him from the pages of a hastily scrawled letter 
tof the gentleman left in charge of his little 
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chape], and to whom he had sent his address 
and a request to know how the chapel-folk 
were getting on. 

"You have doubtless heard the news of 
the man Woodhatch's arrest for the murder 
of your son-in-law," his correspondent added, 
iQ a light and almost airy postscript, ''and I 
do not wonder at your keeping away from 
Lincolnshire as long as you can. I shall give 
no one your address until I receive permission 
to do so ; and as the next examination is not 
for a fortnight, you certainly should not hurry 
home. There is really nothing to be done 
— and there is no doubt in the public mind, 
or in mine, that John Woodhatch is the 
murderer." 

Mr. Larcom sat down and wiped his fore- 
head with his silk pocket-handkerchief. Was 
he dreaming, or was all this stem, sober, 
soUd fact solid enough to crush him ? 

It was fortunate that Lucy was not with 
him when the letter was received, for he could 
not make up his miud what course to adopt, 
and he thought it would be necessary to be 
cautious in communicating the news to his 
daughter. Of late days she appeared to have 
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leoovered considerably in health and spirits ; 
her thoughts were not always of Morris and 
the mystery of his murder, and here was now 
the old, awful business to the front again, 
with a horrible sequel in which their one 
&iend stood . out as the villam of the piece. 
He did not believe it, and then he hoped he 
did not. There must be some wretched mis- 
take — ^he had known John Woodhatch all his 
life ; but in what way Lucy would look at the 
matter now he could not tell. There was 
the powerful reminiscence of how Lucy Brake 
had looked at it five years since, when she 
was first struck down, and how this very 
Woodhatch was the man whom she had con- 
nected with the crime. True, she was grief- 
stricken and imnerved, and as she grew 
stronger she set the suspicion aside, and was 
sorry it had ever distressed her; but now, 
with fresh evidence — evidence that had been 
considered strong enough to justify John 
Woodhatch' s arrest — what would Lucy do? 
He did not know, and he could not imagine. 
Never was a father who knew less of his 
daughter's thoughts and inclinations than 
Alec Larcom, for the reason that he had been 
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too much absorbed in bis own occupation, bis 
sermons and bis flock — even in himself, be it" 
said regretfully, and despite his many virtues 
— to trouble himself too deeply with a young^ 
woman's fancies. He had not understood^ 
Lucy five years ago, when she had deceived 
him and married without his consent — and he^ 
did not profess to understand her now, for all- 
her quiet words, her sad thoughts, her general 
submissiveness of demeanour towards him, as 
though she would make amends by it for the 
past disobedience of her life. " Women are 
beyand me," he had said to John Woodhatch 
before this. " I can preach at them, John, but 
I don't make them out — ^not a scrap." 

He went forth that morning to a public 
library where the English papers were kopt^ 
and spent an hour in looking over them, and 
in arriving at a definite idea of aU that had 
occurred from the evening of his departure 
from Skegs Shore. When he returned, 
there was a Lincolnshire newspaper waiting 
for him, with the details in full of the first 
examination of the master of Farm Forlorn. 

He read the particulars carefully, with his 

face growing very grave and extra lined ; with 
VOL. in. Q 
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the doubts on his mind increasing and gather- 
ing weight. It was so plausible a story, and 
he was one behind the scenes, who knew John 
Woodhatch better than the world did — who 
had known him years ago in Canada, and had 
helped to change him from a rough, desperate 
fellow to what he was at present. He had 
known him violent and strange enough ; what 
if the old, bad blood had leaped to the front 
again in the moment of his disappointment, 
and in his anger against Morris for sup- 
planting him ? 

He was not a hero. Alec Larcom. Natu- 
rally, he was a suspicious man, and a man of 
the world, who understood what evil might lie 
at the bottom of a fellow-creature's heart ; he 
had never taken human goodness upon trust. 
He remembered all John Woodhatch's career 
at once, dating from his first murderous attack 
upon Gregory Dor ward senior ; he bore in 
mind the strange manner of John's lattw 
days, the sudden change in him, the new 
mystery and eccentricity about him, and he 
linked it all with the story which had reached 
him from Skegs Shore. 

" I hope it isn't true," he said ; " but I am 
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dasperately afraid it is. It reads like truth 
to me." 

Later in the day he broke the news to Lucy 
Brake. Little Morice was better, and pro- 
nounced out of danger. The child would be 
well in a few days again, it was said, and 
hence Lucy was stronger and brighter than 
she had been since her arrival in the French 
capital. Strong enough to hear the news, 
which her father was afraid might reach her 
from another source and wholly cast her down. 
It was his duty to teU her, and he had been 
a man always proud of doing his duty under 
adverse circumstances. 

"Lucy," said he suddenly, after their late 
EngUsh supper, " I have had news from Skegs 
Shore to-day." 

" To-day," was the quick reply, " and you 
have not told me before this ! Ah ! it is bad 
news. There is more trouble. We are not 
long in the sunshine, father." 

" That's true. But, then, trooble is sent 
for " 

** Yes, yes, that is understood ; but is it any 
the more bearable ? ' ' cried Lucy irritably. 

" To a Chreestian, certainly, for " 
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" What has happened to John Woodhatch? "" 
she cried, interrupting him again ; " for it is of 
him you are going to speak." 

'' What made you think that ? " 

"I believe I have had foreknowledge of it," 
said Lucy quickly. " He is on my mind so 
much ; we left him in so dark a mood, and in 
so strange a way. He has not written to me 
as he promised. He asked my forgiveness for 
something which he was to tell me presently 
in a letter — ^poor, foolish John ! — and that letter 
has not reached me. And now he has written 
to you instead ; and it is bad news which has 
come to hand." 

*' He has not written, but it is bad news.'" 

" I knew that. WeU, what is it ? " 

Mr. Larcom coughed, and hesitated still. 
He approached the subject nervously, knowing 
that Lucy was so easily affected and dismayed. 
If she had been, throughout her life, less of an 
impulsive child, it would have been the better- 
for herself and him. 

^' It is aboot John Woodhatch," he said 

slowly. 

"Yes, yes." 

" And poor Morris," he added. " It is the 
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old story cropping up afrash, to the horror of 
us all. There, Lucy, you can read the rest of 
it," he said, tendering her the newspaper; 
^' and for the Lard's sake read it calmly, and 
think it over calmly afterwards." 

Lucy Brake snatched at the Lincolnshire 
paper, and gave a little cry at the ominous 
head-lines with which the editor had embel- 
lished his columns; then she set herself to 
master the contents — this new version of an 
old tragedy which had altered her whole life. 

Mr. Larcom watched her nervously from the 
background, and took hope presently from the 
firm expression on the fair face before him. 
The truth had not wholly dismayed her, the 
past spectres rising up from their graves had 
not completely daunted her. 

Lucy Brake would know the truth, the 
v^hole truth, or what these Lincolnshire folk 
were proclaiming noisily was the truth, and 
till then, at least, she was strong and self- 
possessed. There were no tears to fall from 
those blue wondering eyes, and though the 
lips quivered at portions of the evidence, they 
were set firmly and closely together after- 
wards. 
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When she had read the whole facts of the 
case against John Woodhatch, she folded the 
paper and returned it to her father. 

" We must leave Paris as soon as possible/* 
she said. 

" Yes, my dear, I am campletely tired of it 
myself/' replied Mr. Larcom; "but there is 
no occasion for haste so far as this unfortunate 
case is cancemed. But when the money 
matter is in a fair train of seettlement, no one 
will be more glad to shake the doost of the 
ceety from his feet." 

" We must go away to-morrow. I, at least,, 
will go," said Lucy. 

" To-morrow ! Te forget Morice will not be 
well enough to leave her bed," replied the 
father. 

" I must leave Morice," was the extraordi- 
nary reply to this ; and Mr. Larcom at onca 
arrived at the conclusion that his daughter' a 
brain had suddenly and completely turned, for 
Morice had been all and everything to 
Lucy, whose morbid, passionate love had 
made an idol of the child, and whose life had 
been absorbed in her, and in nothing else that, 
lived and breathed and loved her. 
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" Leave Morioe ! " gasped forth the father. 

"Yes. She is out of danger — completely 
out of danger, and in a few days will be well/' 
said Lucy. '' She and our nurse, and you, if 
you will, can follow me as speedily as you 
please, but I must go to him at once.'* 

"Good grawcious ! " exclaimed Mr. Larcom ; 
" but why to him — and for what reason — and 
how ? I — I don't see in the least, my dear, 
what ye poorpose doing." 

" I don't know myself," cried Lucy, very 
wildly and helplessly at last ; " but John 
Woodhatch is in trouble — his life is in danger 
— he has been unjustly accused, and we, his 
friends, must not keep away from him. We 
must be by his side in these cruel times to 
show we trust and honour him." 

"Ye don't think, then — ^ye don't suppose 
he did it ? " said the parson hesitatingly. 

" I ! " exclaimed Lucy passionately^ " Why 
should I think so badly of him ? " 

" Well, my dear, if ye remember " 

" I remember nothing but that he is in 
prison," cried Lucy ; " and I know the man so 
well, and the true and noble heart he has. 
He kill my husband ! — he would have been his 
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best and stoutest friend had Morris lived, and 
Morris would have looked up to him as his 
guide. It is only people who have never 
known John Woodhatoh who will, for an 
instant, think this deadly sin of him/' 

" Preceesely so. That's it," muttered the 
bewildered parson, losing all wish to argue 
the point, and feeling like a miserable 
hypocrite. 

" I have only understood him of late days," 
continued Lucy. " I have learnt so much of 
him from poor Hester, and of the good he has 
sought to bring about. I have seen his efforts 
to think the best of all by whom he has been 
surrounded, his ^sorrow at those efforts failing 
him and the desperately wicked going their 
own way, untU one has marvelled at his self- 
sacrifices. And this man to be charged with 
murder — oh ! it is infamous." 

"Preceesely so," said Mr. Larcom again. 
" He's a wanderful character is John — I never 
met a man like him. And yet I am poozled, 
too, as to why he wanted ye to forgeeve him." 

" He would have afforded the man who killed 
Morris a chance of repentance, of salvation," 
she cried, " because he knew who he was and 
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was sorry for him ; because the man was Greg 
Dorward, father, and he had been so proud of 
Greg." 

''Greg Dorward!" repeated Mr. Laroom; 
*' what makes ye think of him ? " 

'' I am sure of it. I see it all," said Lucy 
thoughtfully. 

'' Greg Dorward ! " said Mr. Larcom again ; 
'' that would accoont for much. Ye 're 
wanderfully cute to-night, Lucy, or I'm drad- 
fully dooU. My head aches fit to split, and 
the truth seems too hard for me to wrastle 
with." 

"And the truth is very close to me to- 
night," was Lucy Brake's rep]y. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

HOW IT MATTERED TO GREG. 

By the last train which reached Skegs Shore 
the next night, Lucy Brake arrived in her 
native place. She had travelled from early 
morning to nightfall, impelled by the one wish 
to reach England, and comfort John Wood- 
hatch by her own implicit behef in his 
innocence, by telling all with whom she came 
in contact that it was not the master of 
Farm Forlorn who had struck her husband 
out of life. She had travelled in company 
with the one maid-servant whom they had 
taken from Skegs Shore ; she had left little 
Morice getting better, and in the best of 
hands; she had begged her father to remain 
in Paris for a few days longer ; and, thinking 
only of John Woodhatch, and not considering 
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for an instant why she thought of him, thua 
strangely and forcibly, as one whose life she 
might brighten by her presence near him, 
and her faith in him. — she had hastened away 
to England " more like a mad thing," as her 
father had observed, "than a rational and 
senseeble and raspectable young female." 
Lucy Brake it was who realized the true 
position of the accused, and what his feelings 
were under the awful charge which had 
been preferred against him; she knew he 
would neither protest his innocence, nor rave 
against those who thought him guilty; she 
was certain now that she had left behind her 
at Skegs Shore one deeply* aggrieved and 
bitterly disappointed; a man who had given 
way rashly — and like a man — ^when she, the 
last faint hope he had had perhaps, had fled 
from him, with the rest of them. The stem 
sad face had been before her with every hour 
since her parting from him, and the words 
which he had said had been for ever ringing 
in his ears. He had been sm-e, despite her 
assurance, that she was going away for good, 
that he should not see her again. This had 
been the end of it, he had considered ; and he 
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would have made it the end had he not been 
arrested that same night. 

The cottage next the chapel had not been 
occupied by the gentleman acting as deputy 
in the absence of the Eev. Alec Larcom — the 
new-comer, being a bachelor, had preferred to 
put up at the Swan — and hence Lucy and 
the domestic took possession of the house 
without any of the neighbours being aware 
of their return until the following morning. 

'*0h, they have found you out, then, and 
brought you back," said one, at the first 
glimpse of Lucy the next morning, when she 
was equipped for a second journey, and this 
time to Lincoln, where John Woodhatch 
was. 

^^ No ; I am back of my own accord," 
answered Lucy Brake ; ^' it was my duty to 
come." 

" They'll want you pretty soon as a witness, 
Mrs. Brake." 

" To the innocence of John Woodhatch — 
yes." 

The neighbour looked surprised, but said 
no more to her. On the contrary, scuttled 
away, being an old woman, with a fine, long 
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tongue of her own, to inform a second neigh- 
bour for what reason Lucy Brake had re- 
turned, and how she looked, just as " if she'd 
eat her up *' if she went on talking. 

Lucy went slowly, and in her deep mourn- 
ing, to the churchyard where Morris was 
buried, and where his sister had joined him 
only last week. The train which would bear 
her part of the way to Lincolnshire was not 
due for three-quarters of an hour, and she 
could not rest indoors now that she was ready 
to depart. She would pay one visit to the 
grave, and murmur over it a prayer she 
might be guided to act rightly and justly 
in all she purposed to do, and that the 
truth might come quickly, and save the 
innocent. 

It was a fine, bright morning, with Skegs 
Shore steeped in sunshine, and the lazy rooks 
floating in the sky above the big trees in the 
churchyard. All was at peace and rest, and 
those who saw the young widow passing 
through the village stepped aside out of her 
way, respecting the mission which they 
guessed was on her mind. 

Still there were many watching her — and 
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some of whom she could not possibly have 
dreamed. And presently two of the latter, 
a, man and woman, the former leaning on the 
woman's arm, and walking with difficulty, as 
though he was weak and ill, approached her 
in the churchyard. 

The click of the latch of the gate had 
warned Lucy Brake of their approach, and 
the widow looked up quickly, like one ready 
to resent any intrusion upon her sorrow. 
Then she put her hands to her heart, as if 
to check a scream of surprise which might 
escape her in that instant of her consterna- 
tion. 

For it was Kitty Vanch who was approach- 
ing — she who had been called Kitty Vanch 
before Greg Dorward married her. And it 
was Gregory Dorward leaning on her arm, 
with a white, firm face which scared her by 
its new expression. And in the background, 
waiting in the dusty roadway, and glancing 
towards them now and then, was the third 
figure from the dark, bad past — the house- 
keeper of Farm Forlorn. 

^^ Kitty," she exclaimed, "why do you — 
and he — come to me at this time ? " 
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^' It was his wish to come," answered Kitty 
calmly, ^' and his wishes are mine." 

Lucy looked at Greg, as if for the ex- 
planation. 

^'I will tell you," Greg said slowly, in 
answer to her mute appeal. *' We are here 
to tell you all." 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 



IN THE CHUROHYABD. 



Was it more than chance that these three 
should meet at the grave of Morris Brake ? 
Each thought so in that hour. Even the 
woman in the background, beyond the church- 
yard, quiet and watchful and silent, thought 
so too. 

" How did you know I was at Skegs Shore ? '' 
asked Lucy of Kitty, and without heeding 
Greg's words ; " have you been spying on me, 
either of you ? '' 

^'No," answered Kitty; "we thought you 
were in France until this morning." 

"I returned last night,'' she said. Then 
she faced Greg Dorward, and, with a shudder 
she could not repress, added — 

"And why have you come? What have 
you to tell me ? " 
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His lips parted to address her, then he 
turned to his yonng wife, and said — 

*' Speak to her, Kitty. I dare not, after all." 

" Courage, Greg," she replied. 

** It is not lack of courage," he said, " but I 
have not the right." 

Lucy looked from one to the other until 
Kitty spoke again, when she fixed her great 
blue eyes upon her wonderingly. 

" Greg has come to ask forgiveness of that 
poor fellow lying there," said Kitty, in a low, 
firm voice. 

" Then— then he " 

As she paused, Kitty Vanch went on 
calmly — 

" Yes. He killed Morris, and is going to 
Lincoln to confess it." 

"Oh, my God!" exclaimed Lucy fer- 
vently ; '^ the truth comes out at last, and I 
have prayed for truth. And it was you, Greg 
Dorward — you, of all men, then ? " 

" Yes," answered Greg. 

He was content to answer, but he would 
hazard no explanation, which he left to Kitty 
now. He stood there with his face in shadow, 
and his dark eyes bent upon his victim's grave, 

VOL. III. B 
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a sad, stern figure, with all the light quenched 
from him. 

"In a sudden quarrel brought about by 
watching Morris, with a sudden blow following 
au attack of Morris upon him, Greg Dorward 
killed your husband," Kitty continued; " that 
is the miserable history of it, neither more nor 
less, and he comes here to own the truth of it. 
In the sight of day, and, God be thanked, of 
his own free will." 

"To save John Woodhatch — ^this?" ex- 
claimed Lucy. 

" To save the master," said Greg, in deep 
response ; " yes." 

The tears rose to the eyes of Lucy Brake, 
but she passed a hand before her eyes and 
dashed them away. She was excited, almost 
bewildered, by the avowal which had thus been 
made her. Before she could speak again, 
Kitty went on in a new and excited tone 
herself. 

" So you see, Mrs, Brake — ^Lucy, if I may 
still call you so, being Greg's wife, that is — 
he is not so wholly bad, not so very bad, as 
God will judge him now and — presently. He 
has suffered for his crime, even in disguising . 
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ifc — oh ! more than he will ever own ; he had 
hoped to live it down, and make atonement 
for it by a better life ; he tried so hard, he did 
the best he could ! Pray think this, if you can." 

'' I have not time to think,'' said Lucy, in 
reply; "it is all so sudden, and terrible, and 
just. Did you marry him, knowing what he 
was?'' 

" Oh yes," said Kitty. " Why should I not ? 
He was ill, and in danger at Bolter's Eents 
of going back to his old life, in sheer despair 
of God and man. I thought I could save him, 
and he and I," putting her hand in his con- 
fidently and lovingly, " have been together 
in all the troubles of our lives." 

" StiU " 

" Still he is the man who killed your 
husband. Ah ! we both know that," cried 
Kitty, " and we both are sorry. And, Lucy 
Brake, I want you to remember some day — 
not now, with your heart closed against him 
— that when the master was arrested, when 
we heard it first of all, it was Greg who was 
strong enough to say, ' He shall not suffer for 
the guilty, or my wretched life be spared at the 
expense of his.' " 



244 TEE HANDS OF JUSTICE. 

" I will remember," said Lucy softly. 

" And so," cried Kitty warmly, " Johir 
Woodhatch did not wholly fail with him, 
yon see, but taught him love and gratitude. 
That's something, that's a great deal ; ani 
John Woodhatch will be glad." 

" What do you intend to do, Greg Dor^ 
ward ? " asked Lucy, turning to him at last^ 
but not looking at him ; fearing even to look at 
him, with the truth so plain before them all. 

" To proceed to Lincoln and give myself 
up," he answered very firmly. 

^^Now?" 

** Yes, at once." 

" And you wish to do this, Greg, with all 
your heart ? " 

*' With all my heart," he answered. 

"It is surely true atonement," she mur- 
mured ; *^ and it makes amends for much. 
And you who love him wish this, too ? " she 
asked, turning to Kitty again; "you, his 
wife!" 

" Yes," answered Kitty, " though in wishing 
it I lose him." 

" You are a brave woman, Kitty Vanch,"" 
said Lucy, " and Heaven will reward you." 
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" Heaven will reward me by bringing him 
l)ack to me after a little while, I hope/' Kitty 
replied ; "for I think — we all think and hope 
and pray — our story will be believed, and that 
this was not murder in cold blood, or murder 
that was contemplated. Beheving that, Greg 
in good time — ^in God's good time — will come 
back to me, to begin life afresh, with the 
hlessing of the master on us, and the grace of 
your forgiveness." 

" And at — the worst ? " asked Lucy fearfully. 

" Well, then, we are prepared for it," said 
Kitty, taking her husband's hand in hers 
again, " and will look forward still, and — 
beyond ! " 

" For such repentance and faith there is 
surely pardon in Heaven," Lucy replied, in a 
low, trembling voice ; " and where He for- 
gives, I have no right to stay the comfort 
which I may afford the guilty. Greg, you 
darkened my whole life when you killed poor 
Morris there, but I forgive you for it." 

She extended her hand to him, and, with a 
faint, stifled cry, he took it in his own and 
raised it very reverently to his lips. But he 
€Ould not speak to her or look at her again* 
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The very darkness he had brought about, and 
of which she had just spoken, had brought 
round, too, his pity and his love for her, and 
a wild dream of making her life happy by way 
of atonement for his crime ; but of this he 
could never speak, and she would always 
marvel why he had thought of the one woman 
in the world whom he had so cruelly injured. 

**You are going to Lincoln?" she said 
again to Kitty. 
. " Yes ; in a few moments we leave here." 

**I — I was going, too," said Lucy. ^' I 
wished to be near John Woodhatch in his 
trouble, to assure him I did not for a moment 
place any credence in his guilt, and to be 
of help to him in any way I could. But I 
do not think he — he will need me now," she 
added hesitatingly; '* and I may be in the 
way of him, or of — of any plans he may have. 
Tell him that, Kitty, when you see him, as 
you will see him soon, I hope." 

'* Yes, I will tell him," said Kitty, thought- 
fully regarding her. 

" And say I am very glad his innocence is 
proved. This, because I may not see him 
now to tell him so myself," she added. 
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" You remain at Skegs Shore ? " 

" Yes," answered Lucy. 

** You will see him, then, I think." 

Thus they parted, and Lucy went slowly 
away, noting that Greg Dorward and his wife 
moved a step or two more closely to the 
grave of Morris Brake. Mrs. Chadderton 
bowed as Lucy passed, but did not speak ; on 
the contrary, went back a step or two till 
Lucy stopped her by a question. 

"You are going with them to Lincoln, 
Mrs. Chadderton?" she asked. 

"Yes, madam. Kitty will have need of 
me." 

' ^ " God protect you all ! " said Lucy Brake in 
answer. 
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CHAPTEB IX. 



UNSETTLED. 



Thebe was more news to excite and confound 
the intelligence of honest Lincolnshire, when 
it was spread throughout the country that 
young Greg Dorward had confessed to the 
murder of Morris Brake, and that John 
Woodhatch was wholly innocent. It was as 
everybody thought from the first, everybody 
took the Uberty of asserting now; and those 
few who had stood by the farmer hard and 
fast and cheered his heart, after all, by the 
assertion of their faith in him, had extra 
reason to take credit for the clearness of their 
views. 

Still the law's delay — ^which is proverbial 
and Shakesperian — did not open the prison 
doors of John Woodhatch' s cell in an instant. 
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and on the mere word of one of his farm- 
pupils. The master of Farm Forlorn had 
been seen in the dark night on the sea-shore 
with Eeuben Fladge, disinterring and then 
-sinking deeper the evidence of the crime. 
The past rose up against him even, and the 
last act of his life, before his sudden arrest, 
had been a very desperate piece of business, 
verging closely on a further crime, or, at 
least, akin to madness. All this had to be 
considered, and the truth to be sifted from 
the false, before the order could be given for 
John Woodhatch's release. But John was 
very patient now, and very thoughtful; 
wondering at last at the love some people 
had for him. The prison rules were, to a 
certain extent, relaxed in his favour, it being 
thought that mere formalities were keeping 
him in gaol ; and Eeuben Fladge, though he 
took no more long walks, and with the excited 
prospect before him of his master's speedy 
restoration, was relieved from that rigid 
surveillance of the poHce, which had been 
more an inconvenience to the force than to 
himself, and had resulted in one constable 
being borne to his bed from sheer exhaustion, 
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and another being reduced to a sad and 
crippled condition of corns and bunions which 
had been abnormally developed by the most 
violent exercise. 

Still Eeuben Fladge could afford to be 
patient with the rest, and he looked the very 
personification of patience, standing day and 
night before the doors of the gaol, waiting for 
the master; always waiting for him to come 
forth, as people said he would soon, and never 
for half an hour together absent from the 
place — a faithful servant, for ever on the 
watch, and disregardful of the health and 
strength he wasted. 

Once a tall young woman, dressed in black, 
touched him on the arm, and asked if he 
remembered her. He looked askance at her,, 
and nodded his head. 

*^ Oh yes, of course I do." 

*' Is it wise to wait here, night and day ? "^ 
asked Kitty. 

^* I'm afraid of losing him." 

"You are very faithful, Fladge, and the 
master will be proud of you," said Kitty,. 
** but it is not wise to watch so closely thus^ 
To-day, now, he cannot possibly come." 
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" Oh, you don't know," said Fladge 
doggedly. 

'a think I do." 

"He may come out of those doors at any 
moment," remarked Madge; "that's where 
it is." 

" You will be glad to see him ? " 

iEleuben nodded. It was a foolish question, 
and hardly worthy of a nod. Glad to see him ! 

"I— I hope," said Kitty timidly, "that 
with your gladness you will be presently a 
little sorry for my Greg." 

"Ah! yes, I s'pose I may be," was the 
careless answer. 

" He saves the master," added Kitty. 

" Anybody would have done that," muttered 
Fladge. 

"Ah! no, Eeuben," said Kitty, shaking 
her head ; " the man repentant and anxious, 
to take the sin upon himself is scarcer than 
you think." 

" Do you think I wouldn't ? " cried Fladge 
indignantly. 

"Yes, you might," she replied, looking at 
him thoughtfully. 

"And more than that," continued Fladge. 
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'' I'd 'a said I killed the man, whether I'd done 
it or not, if I could have got anybody to 
believe me," he added, with a sigh over the 
general distrustftdness of his fellow-creatures. 

** You loved the master, and so did Greg, 
with all his faults, poor feUow," said Kitty. 

''Ay." 

**We will wish happiness to John Wood- 
hatch, at all events," she said, as she moved 
away. 

Eeuben Fladge looked after her wonder- 
ingly, as after some one who had talked too 
much to him and disturbed him; then he 
took an apple from his pocket, and munched 
it slowly, with his eyes fixed upon the prison 
gates. And so we leave him, a man with one 
idea. 

Meanwhile Lucy Brake had evinced less 
patience than the rest of our characters ; the 
only poor heroine we have, she was less 
heroical than those who had marred her life 
and made it what it was. She was even 
fidgety, and petulant, and inconsistent, like 
a woman crossed in every little wish, or in 
every big secret hope ; she was unlike herself, 
and yet a very woman. She regretted twenty 
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times a day she had not gone to Lincohi — that 
she had altered her mind when the clouds 
were breaking away from the life of John 
Woodhatch ; as if with the coming sunshine 
of fair fame and honour cleared she was 
afraid to meet him. As she was, though for 
a reason she could not explain and did not 
care to analyze. 

When her father, with little Morice almost 
strong and well, returned from Paris — an 
event which occurred a few days afterwards — 
she was only better for a while, and whilst 
the novelty of their arrival was upon her. 

After that she was again fretful and eccentric^ 
irritated, justly perhaps, against the difficulties 
in the way of John Woodhatch' s release. 

To her father's stories of his Paris incidents 
she did not even profess to listen, but sat 
staring over his head when he had finished, 
and with her thoughts very far away. 

" It's not much good talking to ye, Lucy,'^ 
he said on one occasion, '*for ye won't 
leesten the least bit in the warld." 

'' I can't." 

" I've been telling ye that all's fair sailing 
with the prarperty, and it will be all settled 
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in a moonth or two without our taking any 
farther trooble aboot it, and — Lucy, what are 
ye thiaking of, in the Lard's name, to pull 
that meeserable face ? " he exclaimed very 
petulantly himself at last. 

*^I am miserable. Why is nothing done — 
with the guilty man owning to the crime, and 
the innocent locked up in prison still ? This 
is not justice," she cried, "and it angers me, 
and makes me wretched." 

" There's that stoopid beesiness of the fire, 
they say," replied Mr. Larcom, quietly filling 
his pipe, " and people can't make out why he 
should have doon it." 

" He thought everybody had deserted him ; 
he was disappointed in every one of us, and 
he was not his own firm self that night," she 
said. " I understand it all." 

" I oonderstand he's a terreeble temper for 
all the good in him, and it's a maroy the 
farm was his own freehold and uninsured, 
though he mayn't get off quite clear, for all 
that." 

"Not get off!" exclaimed Lucy. '^Oh! 
don't say that." 

" It's clear arson, if he owns he burned it 
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doon, I'm thirLking/' said Mr. Larcom. " And 
though he's done no one any harm, it was a 
vary mad proceeding. And yet a child can turn 
John Woodhatch, who is like a child in most 
things, trusting too much in everybody and 
everything. Which is a bad failing, Lucy, 
as I've told him twanty times, and twice 
twanty times for that matter, and he never a 
bit the better for it. And here's the result of 
it, ye see." 

"I see nothing, but that you are losing 
time," cried Lucy sharply, ^' and neglecting 
your duty as a friend." 

^* What — ^what's that ye say?" exclaimed 
Mr. Larcom, in a loud voice. 

"Is he not your friend?" said Lucy. 
^'Has he not always been, father, the best 
friend you have ever had ? " 

" Wa'al, I canfess that." 

" Then you are not acting like a friend by 
idling here at home," she cried. " Tour duty 
is at Lincoln, using every means and every 
effort to set him free from these cobwebs which 
entangle him; sparing no money, employing 
the best men everywhere to fight his cause 
and get him out; doing everything in your 
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power, as he would have done, you know too- 
well, for you." 

^* Blass and save us all ! " ejaculated Mr. 
Larcom. 

"I am a woman and helpless," she cried, 
** and the time hangs back so cruelly ! " 

Mr. Larcom put his pipe on the mantel- 
piece, buttoned his coat, and thrust his rusty 
hat on his head. 

" Ye're right," he said. " I'U go, if I post 
all the way. Ye're not often right, mind ye, 
Lucy; but this time — joost for a change — ^I 
think ye are." 

And, after that remark, Mr. Larcom started 
on his journey. 
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CHAPTER X. 



AMONGST THE BUINS. 



What had turned Lucy Brake's thoughts so 
completely towards John Woodhatch, his for- 
tunes and misfortunes, is difficult to say. It 
is always a difficult task to account for the 

• 

vagaries of the sex, the satirist assures us. 
Certainly there had been a whirl of events of 
late days in the life of the Methodist parson's 
daughter, and she had been whirled round 
with it, and confronted with stem truths and 
many changes, and might still be confused 
and agitated, and " not herself at all." 

She had come into money, without caring 
for money in any degree ; she had been con- 
fronted with the scathing news of her late 
husband's love, or professed love, for Kitty 
Vanch; and regret his death as she might, 
the hero was no longer on the pedestal where 
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her devotion and sorrow had placed him. For 
ever before her was the uncomfortable thought 
of how a man so feeble or impressionable 
would have behaved through life, had life been 
spared him, and the certain assurance that 
much unhappiness would have come in its 
time to dispel the fair illusions she had had of 
his character and his affection for her. And 
then, before she had had time to consider this, 
and mourn for this, there followed Miss 
Brake's death, John Woodhatch's farewell of 
her, the journey to Paris, the burning of the 
farm, and the arrest for murder. It was 
unnecessary haste, after all, with which she 
had flown home, only to remain supine and 
helpless, and pray for better times. She had 
written to John Woodhatch a few lines of 
consolation — ^if words from her could convey 
any consolation, she thought, very humbly 
now — and there had come an answer back in 
a Une or two of thanks, no more, as though 
he had not the wish to write, and yet had felt 
compelled to answer her. 

Yes, his troubles distressed her more than 
she could have possibly imagined that they 
would, great as they were, and affecting her 
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own life with his — ^pages in the same story. He 
had suffered so much, he had been so acutely 
disappointed in all that he had schemed 
for, he had been so unselfish amidst a crowd of 
people, thinking only of themselves ; and at 
last he had been — poor John ! — so desperately 
reckless, that it was doubtful how the law 
would consider his last act. Would it even 
believe Greg Dorward's confession to be any- 
thing else save another mad fellow's freak — 
that insane craving for a notice in the news- 
papers which besets the British mind, and 
would be rather connected with a murder case 
than for " ever out of print," and thus cruelly 
ignored ? 

Mr. Larcom disappeared into space, as it 
were, for Lucy heard no more from him. He 
did not write to his daughter — ^it had not 
•entered into his mind to be "bothered" by 
any correspondence ; and so Lucy was left to 
distress herself, which she did very success- 
fully, as to the progress of events at Lincoln, 
where were all the principal characters of the 
tragedy — if it were to end like a tragedy, and 
•as the cruel delay and uncertainty appeared 
:almo8t to warrant. 
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Still there was hope, more hope than she 
beUeved. The neighbours were quite certain 
of a satisfactory result, so far as John Wood- 
hatch was concerned ; the newspapers were as 
'^ cock sure " about it as newspapers gener- 
ally are ; and all would be well in time, if time 
would only move a little faster. 

She would wait another day and go to 
Lincoln, she thought. One more day, and 
receiving no missive from her father, she would 
leave Skegs Shore again. She must be one 
of the principal witnesses in the case, having 
been almost the last to see Morris Brake 
ahve. Why did no one communicate with 
her in this crisis ? 

That day she and little Morice walked along 
the sands to Farm Forlorn — never looking so 
forlorn and grim as in that hour, with its. 
blackened walls, its roofless, windowlesa 
aspect, and its great gaps to the sky, with its- 
charred timbers still stretching intact from 
side to side of the old farm, and its dSbris of 
ruin strewn about the ground. A terrible^ 
wreck, a still more terrible monument of man'a 
despair and passion; a black blot upon a 
fair green landscape, for Lucy to shudder at 
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that early autumn day, with little Morice 
cowering in the folds of her mother's skirts. 
A blot, too, upon the fair, strong life of its 
owner, to show he was very weak and — ^very 
human. 

"Yes, this is Farm Forlorn, indeed," said 
Lucy, with a sigh. 

John Woodhatch had prophesied she would 
never come hack to it, and she had smiled a 
little at his prognostication, knowing so much 
better than he that he was in the wrong. But 
it was all stem truth, and there was no return, 
only to the wreck — the grim witness of where 
the farm had stood, and how the hopes had 
shrivelled up with its destruction. 

There were tears swimming in Lucy's eyes 
as she gazed at the ruin ; the ruin of one 
man's Kfe seemed to be marked by it, too, and 
she, at least, could have altered it by a word. 
And if that word had been spoken, what 
would have been the end of it to him, or her ? 
Surely something more full of promise than 
the utter collapse of one honest home, one 
earnest life. 

She walked with Morice into the garden, 
where she had talked with John Woodhatch 



262 TEE HAND8 OF JUSTICE. 

before she went away, and where he spoke in 
riddles to her, and looked at her with his grave 
face the while. Here there was but little 
change ; the neighbours' children having 
spared it, and more than one neighbour's hand 
having kindly helped to keep it bright and trim 
for the sake of the master who might come 
back at any moment now — ^for who could 
teU? 

Who could teU, indeed? For suddenly 
through the gate across the fields there came 
John Woodhatch, with his old quick strides^ 
towards her; the same man whom she had 
ever known, with his frank, clear face aglow 
with health and hope, despite the shade of 
sorrow in it — a sorrow, as it were, for others, 
suffering for his sake, and who had taken his. 
place so that he might go free. A noble return 
even in a criminal, and a poor penitent like 
Greg Dorward, of whom there should be surely 
hope some day. 

John Woodhatch's sudden appearance was. 

too much for the overwrought feelings of Lucy 

Brake ; she had not thought to find him there,. 

• she had not believed he was at liberty and at 

Skegs Shore again, and she burst into tears and 
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ran towards him — stopping before slie reached 
him in alarm at her own impulse, and colom:- 
ing very much. 

But he was at her side very quickly, too, 
when she sobbed forth, "I am so glad you 
have come back, John! I — I did not think 
you would be here so soon." 

" There, there, don't cry," he said, taking 
both her hands in his • " you have never been 
one to shed tears — even of joy. And if it u 

joy " 

*' Yes — ^it is," she confessed at once. 

" Then, surely I am happy." 

He stooped and kissed her forehead, and she 
did not shrink away from him. That was all the 
love-making between them then and for some 
time afterwards, but from that very moment 
they knew each other better than they had 
done in all their lives, and neither from that 
instant of their meeting surveyed the land 
ahead — the land over which their track together 
was yet but faintly marked — with dull, sad 
looks and heavy sighs, as though the sunshine 
was never more for either. 

They did not speak of love one word ; that 
was to come when John Woodhatch was more 
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assured that forty-five might be a fitting match 
for three and twenty, taking the entire facts 
into consideration, and remembering how 
patiently he had waited for her, and in all his 
hfe had cared for no one else ; when Lucy was 
disposed, too, to see the happiness beyond the 
present time, and link her life with his, making 
both bright to the end of their days. 

In this time of their meeting, they simply 
walked arm-in-arm together in the garden of 
Farm Forlorn, and talked of the past and 
future, like two old friends who had had 
never a thought of parting between them. 
They spoke of the one wild act of John Wood- 
hatch at Skegs Shore, and what would come 
of it. 

" I don't think they wiU hurt me," said the 
farmer, with a smile, *' as I have hurt no one 
but myself. I was very miserable that night, 
and awfully alone. But it was rash." 

" Yes, John, it was a little rash," said Lucy 
quaintly. 

" Still, I may hear no more about it." 

And he did not ; and presently a new farm, 
which he called Farm Fehcity — a happy augury 
of his new life to come — was erected on the 
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old site, and peace and love and faith became 
presently the household fairies there. 

They spoke of Greg Dorward also and of 
Kitty. 

" Your teaching was not wholly in vain,'* 
said Lucy, "when they would not let you 
come to harm, those two." 

" No, not in vain," answered John Wood- 
hatch thoughtfully. 

" And Greg — what will they do to him ? " 

" They will give him a light sentence for 
manslaughter, the lawyers think; they will 
consider his youth, the provocation, and his 
frank confession, and in a year or two, perhaps 
less, he may begin life again — ^Hfe abroad, 
possibly — under fair auspices, with a true 
woman at his side to keep him hopeful, and 
on the right road to the end. I try to see 
that picture in the future." 

And it was near the truth, as if John had 
had a prophet's vision in that hour. 

*^ I hope the colours are not too bright, and 
I am not too sanguine," he added, with a 
reserve, at last. 

" You were always sanguine, John, until the 
last days of Farm Forlorn," she said. 
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'' Yes, that's true. And then ? " 
" Ah ! we will not speak of that again." 
They walked away from the farm, and once 
more along the sands to the broad shining 
sea; they went from the garden of Farm 
Forlorn to the village nesthng in the shadow 
of the church ; from the ruin of a home and 
the record of a rash act to the Methodist's 
little cottage, where Alec Larcom waited for 
them; from the despair of ever doing any 
good, to the hopes which would grow stronger 
every day, and blossom into love and trust. 

And in the far distance, and at a most 
respectful distance, but with their watchful 
eyes upon one figure always, lest it should 
melt away as in a dream, and this should not 
be reality after all, but only fancy bom of vain 
imaginings, trudged Keuben Fladge and Carlo, 
the two who had been faithful to him when all 
the rest had seemed to turn away. 

Only seemed ! For John Woodhatch had 
been a man of many fancies, and it had been 
pure fancy that his friends had failed him. 

^' If you had asked me to remain and be 
your wife, John, on that day father and I left 
the farm," said Lucy some months afterwards, 
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when he had asked in earnest, and she had 
answered ^' Yes," "I should not have said 
^ No.' And I — I thought you would hef ore I 
went away." 

** It was a thought you kept wonderfully 
well to yourself," he replied, with a hearty 
laugh, and as men can laugh at past trouble 
always ; *' but, then, I do not profess to 
understand human nature now, especially 
feminine nature, and especially Lucy Brake." 

But they understood each other very well, 
and knew that there was as fair saiUng in 
life's stream before them as on the broad, 
deep sea at which they gazed, and where the 
distant ships with their great white wings 
outspread passed slowly to their journey's 
end. 
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Celebrated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country Seats, Ruins, 
Churches, Ships, Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the like. 
By William A. Wheeler, Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. 

Faraday (Michael)^ Works by: 

The ChemicsJ History of a Candle : Lectures delivered before 
a Juvenile Audience at the Royal Institution. Edited bv William 
Crookes, F.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illastrations, 
4s. 6d. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each 
other: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience at the Royal 
Institution. Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
with numerous Illustrations, 45. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Finger-Ring Lore: 

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By Wm. TONBS, F.S.A. With 

Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 

** One of those gossiping books which are as full 0/ amusement as of instruction.** 
»— Athenaeum. 

New and Cheaper Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Fitzgerald.— Recreations of a Literary Man ; 

or. Does Writing Pay ? With Recollections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's Working Life. By Percy Fitz- 
gerald. 



xo BOOKS PUBLISHED BT 



Oardening Books : 

A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse : Practical Advice- 
to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manafement of the Flower, Fruit, andi 
Frame Garden. By Gborgb Glbhmy. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2S. 6d, 

Our mtohen Garden: The Plants we Grow, and How we 
Cook Them. By Tou Tbrkold, Author of "The Garden that Paid the 
Rent," &c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. &f. 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 
and Jamb Jbrrold. Illustrated. Poet 8vo, cloth limp, 2«. M. 

The Garden that Paid fhe Bent By Tom Jbrrold. Fcap. 8vo. 
illustrated cover, u. ; cloth limp, is. (Stf. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew there. By Francis 
Gborgb Hbath. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 55. 

One Shilling Monthly. 

Oentleman's Magazine (The) for 1882. 

The January Number of this Periodical contained the First Chapters 
of a New Serial Story, entitled " Dust," by Julian Hawthorns, 
Author of "Garth," ftc. " Soienoe Notes," by W. Mattxeu 
Williams, F.R.A.S., will also be continued monthly.— In January,. 
1883, will be begun a New Serial Novel by Robert BucraHam,. 
entitled " The New Abelard." 

%* Now ready, tK$ Volume for Jvly to Dbcembbr, 1882, cloth extra, 
price 85. 6d ; and Cases for binding, price ss. each. 

Oentleman's Annual (The). 

Containing Complete Novels by R. E. Francillon, the Author of 
" Miss Molly," Fred. Boyle, and F. Abbll. Demy 8vo, illuminated 
cover, IS. 

THE RUSKIN GRJAfAf. —Square 8vo, cl. ex.,6». 6d. ; gilt edges, 7«. M.. 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Taylor. 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With 22 Illustrations^ 
on Steel by George Cruikshank. Both Series Complete. 

*'The illustrations of this volume . • . are of quite sterling and admirable^ 
art, of a class precisely parallel in elevation to tne character of the tales whidt 
they illustrate; and the original etchings, as I have before said in the Appendix to 
my 'Elements of Drawing J were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch smce Rem- 
brandt {in some qualities of delineation, unrivalled even by him)i ... To mslie 
somewhat enlarged copies of them.loohing at them through a mt^^fying glass, 
and never putting two lines where Cruikshank has put only one, womd be an exer- 
cise in decision and severe drawing which would leave afterwards little to be learnt 
i n schools.*'— Extract from Introduction by John Ruskiw. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2S, 6d, 

Qlenny.— A Year's Work in Oarden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the lifanage' 
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By Gborgb Glbnny, 

"A great deal of valuable information, conveyed in very simple langftagf. The 
amateur need not wish for a better guide/'-^LKKpa Mbrcurt. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 7s. 6d, j 

Oolden Treasury of Thought, The : ^ 

An Encyclop-edia of Quotations from Writers of all Times' afuf 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor. 
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Square i6mo (Taudmitz size) 

Oolddi Library, The : 

Ballad Sstorj of England. By 

W. C BUIRBTT. 

Bayard Taylor's DiYertaxma of 

the Echo Club. 

Byron*8 Don Juan. 
JBmerson*B Ijetteni and Sodal 

Ajms. 

GkKlwin'8 OT^Olliam) Idyea of 
the Necronuuicers. 

Holmea^s Autoorat of the j 
. Breakfast Table. With an Introdnc- 
' tiaii by G. A. Sala. 

:Holme8*8 Professor at the 

Bieak&st Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. 
Complete. With all the origiiial 
lUastFations. 

Irvliig*s (Washington) Tales of 

a Traveller. 

Irving's (Washington) Tales of 
the Alhambra. 



Jesse's (Edward) Scenes 

Occupations of Countiy Life. 

Xiamb's Essays of Ella. . 
Series Complete in One VoL 

liOigh Hunt's Essays : A 
for a Chimney Comer, and 



and 
Both 



Tale 
ev uomer, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introdoc- 
tion by Edmund Ollier. 






, doth extra, 2S. per volume. 
ICaUoiy's (Sir Thomas) Mctrt 

d'Arthnr : The Stories of King Artirar 
and of the Knights of the Soond 
Table. Edited by B. Momtqomxsib 
RAXKno. 

Pascal's Fiovinoial Iietters. A 

New Transbition, with Historical In> 
trodoction and Notes, by T. M'Csib, 
D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
idiete. 

Bochefoucauld's 'M'ftTiTwg and 

Moral Reflectioas. With Notes, and 
a m Int rodnctory Essay i>y Saikte- 
Bbuvb. 

St Pierre's Paul 'and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and 

Qoeen Mab, with Essay by Leigh 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon 

and Cythna, &C. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, 
the Shelley Papers, Ac. 

Shelley's Prose Works, includ- 
ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, 
St Irvyne, &c. 

White's Natural History of Sel- 

bome. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 



New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, clotk extra, with Illnstrations, 71. 64, 

Greeks and Bomans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNBR. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustrations. 

" Musi&nd a place, not only upon the scholar's shdves, but in every well<hosen 
Hbrmry of art.**— Daii.y News. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4s. 64* 

Onyot.— The Earth and Man; 

or, PhjTsical Geography in its relation to the History of Mankind. 
By Arnold Guyot. With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Piercb, 
and Gray ; 12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and 
c c^ious Index. 

Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

^au* (The) : Its Treatment in Health, Weak-* 

and Disease. Translated from the German of Dr. J. Pxncus. 



Srake (Dn Thomas Oordon), Poems by : 

UOden Bostasy. Small 4to. cloth extra, 8s. 
Ifew Symbols. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 
.X«egends of the ICorrow. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 
^e Serpent Play. Crown 8yo, cloth wrtra, 6*. 
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Two Vcds., crown 8vo, cloth extra, i2S. 

Half-HoQTS with Foreign Novelists. 

With Notices of their Lives andWritings. By Hslbn and AUCB 
ZiMMBRN. A New Edition. 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 75. 6d. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Character. By Mrs. 

S. C. Hall. With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by 
Maclisb, Gilbert, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 

**The Irish Sketches of this lady resembU Miss MitfortTs bea§iii/id EngUih 
thttchfs in * Our VillageJ but they are far more vigorous and picturesque and 
MgrW.**— Blackwood's Magazine. 

Haweis (Mrs.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Illustrated by the 
Author. Small 8vo, illustrated cover, u. ; cloth limp, u. 6d, 

*' A welUconsidered attempt to aptly canons of good taste to the costumes 
of ladies of our time, .... Mrs. Haweis writes frankly and to the 
point ; she does not mince matters, but boldly remonstrates wtth her own ux 

on the follies they indulge in We may recommend the booh to the 

ladies whom U concerns, —AtHmM mvu. 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece ana nearly xoo 
Illustration!, ios.6d. 

The Art of Decoration. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square 8vo. 
handsomely bound and profusely Illustrated, xof. 6d, 

*,* Su also Chaucbr. p, 6 of this Catalogue, 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).— American Humorists,^ 

Including Washington Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
Tames Russell Lowell, Artemus Ward, Mark Twain, and 
Bret Hartb. By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A. *" 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5/. 

Heath (P. Q.)— My Garden Wild, 

And What I Grew there. By Francis George Heath, Author oC 
"The Fern World," &c. 

"If gardens of wild flowers do not begin at once to spring up over half the little 
patcna of backyard within fifty miles of London it wtll not oe Mr. Heath*s fault, 
for a more exquisite picture of the felicity of horticulture has seldom been drawn Jor 
us by to charming and graphic a word-patnter as the writer of this pleasant little 
vo/tfm«."— Grant Allen, in The Academy. 

SPECIMENS OF MODERN POETS.— Crown 8vo, sloth extra, di. 

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The Seven against Sense. 

A Cap with Seven Bells. 
** The merits of the book cannot be fairly estimated by means of a few extracts! 
should be read at length to be appreciated properly, and in our opinion its 
merits entitle it to be very widely read tndeed.*'-^ST, James's Gasbtte. 

Cr.8vo, bound in parchment, 85. ; Large-Paper copies (only 50 printed), 151. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
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Crown 8vo, doth limp, with Illustrations, 2s. 6d, 

Holmes.— The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers. By Gordon Holmes, M.D. 

*' The advice the author gives^ coming as it does from one having authority^ is 
' valuable,** — Nature. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ys. 6d, 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic Annuals. 
With Life of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 65^ 

Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 75. 6d. ' "--i 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns and Hoaxes. 
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles and Illustrations. 

Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 

Home.— Orion : 

An Epic Poem, in Three Books. By Richard Hengist Horne. 
With Photographic Portrait from a Medallion by Summers. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and EU:onomically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Eco- 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell. 

" This book is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt, to place the 
work of trade unions in the past, and their objects in the future, fairly before the 
fublic from the working mans point of viVw."-— Pall Mall Gazette. 

Demy Svo, cloth extra, 125. 6d. 

Hueffer.— The Troubadours: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. By 
Francis Hueffer . 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Ireland under the Land Act : 

Letters to the Standard during the Crisis. Containing the most 
recent Information about the State of the Country, the Popular 
Leaders, the League, the Working of the Sub>Commissions, &c. 
With Leading Cases under the Act, giving the Evidence in full ; 
Judicial Dicta, &c. By E. Cant- Wall. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 65. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics for Students. 

By Catherine A. Janvier. 
" Will be found a useful handbook by those who wish to try the manufacture or 
decoration of pottery, and may be studied by all who desire to know something of 
the art.** — Morning Post. 
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A New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 75. 6d, 

Jennings.— The Rosicnicians : r 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancienf Ffre and' 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Five full 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 

— I re 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by : 

The Garden that Paid the Bent. By Tom Jbrrold. Fcap. 8vo, 
illustrated cover, u. ; cloth limp, 15. 6d 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom and 
Jamb Jbrrold. Illtutrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook 
Them. By Tom Jbrrold, Author of " The Garden that Paid the Rent,". 
Bcc. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d, 

*^The combination of hints on cookery with gardening has been very cleverly 
carried out, and the result is an interesting and highly instructive liHU work. Mr. 
Jerrold is correct in saying that English people do not make half the use of vege- 
tables they might ; and by showing now easily they can be grown, and so obtained 
fresht he ts dotng a great deal to make them more popular.'* — Daily Chromiclb. 

Two Vols. 8yo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 145. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and •' The Wars of the Jews." 

Small 8v6, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 65. 

Kavanagh.— The Pearl Fountain, 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. 

With Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 
*' Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some of them as delightful as the 
best of Grimm*s * German Popular Stories.' .... Forthemost part the stories 

are downright, thorough-going fairy stori^ of the most admirable ktnd 

Mr. Moyr Smith's illustrations, too, are a^i»t>a6/r."— Spbctator. 

■ ■ -- - t I - — - —- - - 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6$. 

Knight (The) and the Dwarf. 

By Charles Mills. With Illustrations by Thomas Lindsay. 



Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, u. 6d. i-'i'^'i 

Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. 

Lane's Arabian NightSi &c. : 

The Thousand and One Nights : Commonly called, in England, 
"Thb Arabian Nights' Entertainments." A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by Edward Wiluam Lane. Illustrated 
by many hundred Engravings on Wood, from Original Desims by 
WILLIAM Harvey. A New Edition, from a Copy annotated inr the 
Translator, edited by his Nephew, Edward Stanley Pools, with a 
Preface bv Stanley Lanb-Poolb. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
75. 6d. each. 

Arabian Society in the Middle Ages : Studies from " The Thou- 
sand and One Nights." Bv Edward William Lane, Author of "The 
Modern Egyptians,' &c. Edited by Stanley Lane-Poole. Crown 8vq, 

cloth extra, 65, 
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Lamb (Charles) : 

Mairj and Ghazles Jjothz Thtir Vcass. Lecers. acd Recass. 
YfiOi Remmisccnces vtd Xoces br W. Cuurv EjixL:rr. Wxik tlA%- 
cocK's Partnit of the EaapA. FaoEas^ 'S^ d^ Tse^po^s of th« nre 
First F.<liHons of Laaciys aad Cc2eridse^s Wcdcs, azad ssc«vocs Lics- 
tiatiaos. Crova 9«o. cSodt am. zcs. 6f. 

XaBliib's Ccsni^ete 'Wocks, in Prcse and Verse. n»<w ; r' f ^ frets the 
Original Editions, with B:aB7 lieces kftfjcrto sspcbCsue^ Edrc*!i,witfa 
Notes and Introdacsacs, tj R. H. SnzTnjr. iKld: T«c Ficrtraxxs and 
Facsimile of a Pace of d% ^Easzj ca Roast FS^" Crows S:n>, cuxb 
extra, 7s. fiif. 

** if ccmpUU edUitm ef LmmVt wtUim^, as fnu mxd ttru, km Umg beem 
WMtdtd, mmd u mom smpptud. The editer mfftmn io hmze tmJum fttat p4utis to 
bring together Lmmtrs semttered emirihtdwn, and kis cdUctvom. eotOaua a 
nwmber ^ fieus wkick mte mem refirodmui fcr tke^nt tmu suut tkrir original 
appearance in variems eld perJcdicais.^—Sexzwi^Jkx Renew. 

Poetry for GfaQdren, and Piinoe Donu. B7 Chakles Lamb. 
CaiefiiUy Reprinted from Bcaqoe copies. Soaf: tro, doth extra, ^ 

"Tkeauaini and de:igki/nl little book, orer the tezezerj of which oU the 
Jifarts ofhhlocers ore jet warm mah rejoieingJ*^-A. C. S«:y»L'CSC. 



^ Cr(r>nx 8 TO, doth extra, Cs. 

Iiares and Penates; 

Or, The Backgroimd of Life.' Bj- FijORENCE Caddy. 

" The whole booh is well worth reading, for U ii full of practical suggeUio0u. 
We hope nobody will be deterred from taking np a book whtch teacka a good deal 
about sweetening poor lives as well as giving grace to wealthy ones." — Gkaphic. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, with IStistrations, ^s. 6d. 

Life in London ; 

or. The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whola of Cruixshank's lUnstratioiis, in Coloors, after the Oiiginals. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, 6f . 

Lights on the Way : 

Some Tales within a Tale. By the late ] H. ALEXANDER, B.A. 
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by H. A. Page, Author of 
'* Thoreau : A Study." 

Longfellow : 

IiQngfbllow*8 Ckimplete Proae Works. Including *' Outre Mer,*' 
"Hyperion." "Kavanagh," "The Poets and Poetry of Enropc," and 
" Drmwood." With Portrait and Xllostrations by Valsntine Bkomley. 
Crown 8vo^ doth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Ijongfellow'8 Poetical Works. Carefally Reprinted from the 
Original Editions. With nnmeroos fine Illnstrationt on Steel and Wood. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

• Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5*. 

Lonatio Asylunii My Experiences in a. 

By A Sane Patient. 

** The story is clever and interesting, sad beyond measure though the subject 
be. There is no personal bitterness^ and no violence or anger. Whatever may 
haae been the evidence for our author's madness when he was consigned to an 
atylumt nothing can be clearer than his sanity when he wrote this book ; it M 
bright f calm, and to the point.** '■SvECtAtou. 
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Demj 8yo. with Fourteen fatl-page Plates, cloth tjoards, i8t. 

Lnsiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian Verse by ROBERT Ffrench Dim. 

McCarthy (Justin), Works by: 

Hiftory of Our Own Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoiia 
to the General Election of 1880. By Justin McCarthy, M.P. 
Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each. — Also a Popular 
Edition, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

" Criticism is disarmed before a eompe$Uion which provokes little but approval. 
This is a really good book oh a really interesting subject, and words piled on 
words could say no more for t/.'*— Saturday Review. 

History of the Four Georges. By Justin McCarthy, M.P. 
Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, i2S. each. [In Reparation, 
•»• For Mr. McCarthy's Novels, see pp. 21, 24. 

MacDonald (Oeorge, LL.D.), Works by : 

The Princess and Curdie. With iz Ulnstrations by Jambs Allen. 
Small crown Bvo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Gutta-Percha Willie, the Workine Genius. With 9 Hlastrations 
by Arthur Hughes. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, 

*,* For George Macdonald '» Novels, see pp. 22, 25. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Maclise Oallery (The) of Illustrious Literary 

Characters : 85 fine Portraits, with Descriptive Text, Anecdotal and 
Biographical, by William Bates, B.A. [In preparation. 

Macquoid (Mrs.)^ Works by : 

In the Ardennes. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 50 fine 
Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth extra, los. 6d. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 
Katharine S. Macquoid. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, los. 6d. 

Through Normandy. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

90 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Square ^vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

numerous Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

About Yorkshire. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With about 
70 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid, Engraved by Swain. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 105. 6d. [/» preparation. 

"The pleasant companionship which Mrs. Macquoid offers, while wander- 
ing from one point of interest to another, seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each oft-depicted sc^«r."— Morning Post. 

Mallook (W. H.), Works by : 

Is Life Worth Living P Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. ^ 

The New Kepublic ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2S. 6d, 

The New Paul and Virginia , or, Positivism on an Island. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Poems. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8f. 

A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. Second Edition, with 
a Preface. Two Vols., crown 8vo. vis. 
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An exact Facsiinile of die Oiigiasl DocaaBCEt albe 
printed on fine plate paper, ntaAf 3 isec long bj 2 feet 
Arms and Seals emblaxoned in GoU and ColoerL 

Mark Twain, Works hji 

The Choice Woriks of Minlc Twiiii. Rerrsed and Corrected 
throo^ioiit bj die AAhor. IKi'^ LiSe, Ptctcui, acad asaeroes ll e nu r 
tioas. Croim 8iro, ckxh extra, 71. 6d. 

The Advaottnes of Tom Btewymr. With too nfaatxataoBS. Small 
Sro^dodi extra, 7s. fidL CseArEDCTxoa.ilfancnaed boards, ac 

An Idle Ezdmkm, and other gfcetchee. Pdst Bro, iZsstaJod 

board% 2s. 

The Frinoe and the Psoper. With ntsuiy xo n-wtratSom, 
Crown 8to, cioch eatia, 71. 6A 

The Innooents Abroad; or. The Sem Pilipim's Proi^eai: 
Being some Acooont of th« S:euuG.:3 " Qoaker City* " Pleauve Ex* 
cnrsioa to Europe and tire Hoi j Laa.1. with 234 ILaOralioiH, Cfoann 
8to, cloth extra, js. 6d. Cmtxr £x>:rso«, post 9to, illcs;rated boarda^ as. 

The Stolen White Zaephant, Ac. Cfomi 8ro, doth extra* 61, 

Mlfwiwiippi Sketches. With about 300 Onginal IHnstratioas. 
Crown 8iro, cloth extra, 7%. 6d. [In prefmnMrnt, 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Ulsistratioos. Crown 9fo, cloth 
extra, 73. 6d, 

** The fun and temdenuss of the ccnuptiom, of which no Ihing num bmt 
Mnrh Twain it capable, tte ip'ace and famUay and $!ynex$, the wondeifid 
ftdi$iefor animals that is manifest in euery line, make of ail this Unsoda of 
Jim Baker and his jays a piece of vorh that is net only deUghifns as mere 
readingt but also of a high deip'ee of merit as literature. . . , The book is 
full of good things, and coniatm passages and episodes that are e^ual to tka 
f mmtest of thou that haoe gone before.** S.tHmMAVM. 

Small Zvo, cloth limp, with lUastrations, 21. 6d. 

Miller.— Physiolc^ for the Yonng; 

Or, The Honse of Life : Human Physiology, with its application to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading, 
With nnmeroiis lUnstrations. By Mrs. P. Fekwick Millsr. 

**An admirable introdnetion to a subject which aU who value health and enjof 
Ufe should haoe at their finger^ ends.'*^Ecmo. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by : 

The Hygiene of the Sldn. A Concise Set of Rules for the 
Management of the Skin : with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soapt, Bating 
Ac Small 8vo, is. cloth extra, zs. 6d, 

The Bath in Difleaaes of the Skin. Small 8vo, zi. ; cloth extra. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation to Diseases of the Skill. 

Small 8vo, is. ; cloth extra, is. 6d, 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

Mayfair Library, The : 

Ltttter-Day Lyrios. Edited by 
W. Daybmvort Adams. 

Qulpt and Quiddities. Selected 
by W. Davbnport Adams. 

The Agony Column of <' The 

Times," from 1800 to 1870. Edited, 
with an Introduction,by Alice Clay. 

Balsao's " Ck>m6die Humaine " 
and its Author. With Translations 
by H. H. Walker. 

Melanoholy Anatomised : A 

Popular Abridgment of "Bortcm's 
> Anatomy of Melancholy." 

Gaatronomy as a Fine Art. By 
Bullat-Savarin. 

The Speeches of Charles 

DlCKBMS. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, 

Follies, and Frolics. W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities andEccen- 

tridties. Selected and Edited by 
W. T. Dobson. 

The Cupboard Papers. By 
Fin-Beg. 

Qxlginal Plays by W. S. Gil- 
bert. First Series. Containing : 
The Wicked World—PygmaUon and 
Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 
The Palace of Tmth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 
bert. Second Series. Containing : 
Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweet- 
hearts — Gretchen— Dani Dmce — 
Tom Cobb— H.M.S. Pinafore— The 
Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 

Animals and their Masters. 

By Sir Arthur Helps. 

The Autocrat of the Break- 
fast-Table. By O. WbndsllHolmes. 
Illustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By 

Henry J. Jennings. 



25. 6d, per volume. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 

Kempt. 

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Hu- 

moor and Cariosities of die Law anck 
Men of Law. By Jacob Larwood, 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of Codkayne. By Henry 
S. Leigh. 

Jeux d'Esprit Edited by Henry 
S. Leigh. 

The True History of Joshua 

Davidson. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Witch Stories. By E. L. Linton. 
Pastimes and Players. By 

Robert Macgregor. 

The New Republic. By W. H. 
Malloce. 

The New Paul and Virginia* 
By W. H. Malloce. 

Muses of Mayftdr. Edited by 
H. Cholmondelet-Pennell. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. 

By H. A. Page. 

Puck on Pegasus. By H. 
Cholmondelet-Pennell. 

Puniana, By the Hon. Hugh 
Rowley. 

More Puniana. By the Hoo. 
Hugh Rowley. 

The Philosophy of Hand- 
writing. Don Felix de Salamanca. 

By Stream and Sea. By Wil* 
LiAM Senior. 

Old Stories Be-told. By Walter 
Thornbury. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's 

Note-Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 



Large 4to, bound in buckram, 21s, 

Moncrieff. — The Abdication; or, Time Tries All* 

An Historical Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. With Seven 
Etchings by John Pbttib, R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. BiAC 
Whirtbr, A.R.A., Colin Hunter, R. Macbeth, and Tom Graha m. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 75.6^. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldboott. 
^A M^ktful book, of a kind which is far too rare. 1/ anyone wants to realty 
Imow the North Italian folkf we can honestly advise him to omit the journey , and 
9$ad Mrs. Cart's pages instead, . . Description with Mrs. Carr is a real gift. . 
It is rarely that a book is so happily illustrated,'*— CoHT^MPOtLARY Review. 
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Kew Novels: 

.ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN : An Impossibla 
Story. By Walter Besant. lUust by Frbd. Barnard. 3 vols., cr.Svo^ 

'VALENTINA: A Sketch. By Eleanor C. Price. 2 vols., cr. 8vq. 

KEPT IN THE DARK By Anthony Trollops. With a 
Frontispiece by J. B. Millais, R.A. 2 vols., post 8vo, 135. 

VAL STRANGE : A Story of the Primrose Way. By David 
Crristib Murray. 3 vols., crown 8vo. { 

REGIMENTAL LEGENDS. By J. S. Winter, Author of 
" Cavalry Life," &c. 3 vola., crown 8vo. 

THE GOLDEN SHAFT. By Charles Gibbon, Author of 
" Robin Gray,** &c. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 

GIDEON FLEYCE. By Henry W. Lucy. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 

KIT : A Memory. By James Payn. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 

FOXGLOVE MANOR. By Robert Buchanan, Author of " God 
and the Man," &c. 3 vols., crown 8vo. [SAoffJy. 

DUST: A Story. Bv Julian Hawthorne, Author of "Garth," 
" Sebastian Strome,*'^ &c 3 vols., crown 8vo. {Shortly, 

ISEAUTY AND THE BEAST. By Sarah Tytler. 3 vols,, 
crown 8vo. \Shortly, 

A NEW NOVEL by WILKIE COLLINS is now in preparation, 
in 3 vols., crown 8va 

WOMEN ARE STRANGE, and other Stories. . By F. W. 
Robinson, Author of " Grandmother's Money,*' &c. 3 vols. [Shortly, 

A NEW COLLECTION of STORIES by CHARLES READS 

is now in preparation, in 3 vols., crown 8va . 

A NEW NOVEL BY OUIDA is now in preparation, in 3 vols., 
crown 8vo. 

Post 8vo, doth extra. Illustrated, 5s. 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Works by : 

Songs 01 a Worker. Pcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6i. 

Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 7/. 6<f. 

Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, los. 6 <f . 

Crown Svo, red cloth extra, 55. each. 

Ouida's Novels.— Library Edition. 



Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flsigs. 

Idalia. 

Cecil Castlemaine's Oage. 

Triootrin. 

Pock. 

FolleFarine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 



Pasctfrel. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Fipistrello. 

A^nilage Commune. 

InMaremma. 



*«* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last, post Svo, illustrated 
boards, is. each. 

OVID A* S NEW STORIES.— Sq, Svo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges, 7s. 64. 
BIMBI: Stories for Children. ByOyiDA, 



so 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Vignette Portraits, pried 6s. per Vol. 

Old Dramatists^ The : 

Ben JoziBon's Works. 

With Notes Critical and Explanatory, 
and a Biographical Memoir bv Wil- 
liam GiFFORO. Edited by Colonel 
CvMXiXQHAM. Three Vols. 



Chapman's Works. 

Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. eon- 
tains the Plays complete, including 
the doubtful ones; Vol. II. the 
Poems and Minor Translations, with 
an Introductory Essay by Algbrnon 



Charles Swinburne ; Vol. III. the 
Translations of the Iliad and 
Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. 

Including his Translations. Edited, 
with Notes and. Introduction, by Cel. 
CuxMiMOHAM. One Vol. 

Mossinger's Plays. 
From the Text of William Gippord. 
Edited by CoL CVnningham. One 

Vol. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. 6d. 

Parliamentary Procedure, A Popular Hand- 

book of. By Henry W. Lucy. 



Payn 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 



.—Some Private Views : 

Being Essays contributed to The Nineteenth Century and to Th» 
Times» By Jambs Payn, Author of *' Lost Sir Massingberd," Ac. 

*»* For Mr. Payn's Novels^ see pp. g2, 24, 25. 

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, los. 6d, 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhorne. 

Proctor (Richard A.), Works by : 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illustrations. Small crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 4s. 6d, 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year, 
Drawings of the Constellations, &c. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Familiar Soienoe Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Pleasant Ways in Soienoe. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Bou^h Ways made Smooth: A Series of Familiar Essays on 
Scientific Subjects. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting our 
Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6r, 

Saturn and its System. New and Revised Edition, with 13 Steel 
Plates. Demy Svo, cloth extra, zos. 6d, 

The Great Pyramid: Observatory, Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Mysteries of Time and Spaoe. With Illustrations. Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 75. 64, {In prepareHon, 

Wages and Wants of Science Workers. Crown Svo, is. 6d. 

** Mr. Proctor, of all writers of our time, best conforms to Matthew Arnold *s eon- 
eeption of a man of culture, in that he strives to humanise knowledge and divest it 
of whatever is harsh, crude, or technical, and so makes it a source of happiness 
bri^htKr<i^ fyr all/* — Wrstminstbr Rbvibw. 
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Library Editions, many Illustrated, crown 8?o, cloth extra, js. 6<f. each. 

Piccadilly Novels, The. 

90pular §^issxiti lbs ^ ^<^t %vi^nxi. 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 

Maid, Wife, or Widow 9 

BY W, BESANT & JAMES RICE. 

Beady-Money Mortiboy. 

My Little Girl. 

The Case of Mr. LuorafL 

This Son of Vuloan. 

With Harp and Crown. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia's Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 

Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 

Antonina. | Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs ? 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted HoteL 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Kobe. 

BY M. BETKAM'EDWARDS, 

Felicia. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 

Archie Lovell. 

BY R. E, FRANCILLON. 

Olympia. | Queen Cophetua. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 

The Capel Girls. 



BY CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

In Love and War. 

What will the World Say P 

For the King. 

In Honour Bound. 

Sueen of the Meadow. 
1 Pastures Green. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Enice Quentin. 
Sebastian Strome. 

BY MRS ALFRED HUNT. 
Thomioroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun. 

Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 

The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dark CoUeen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 

Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 

Patricia Eemball. 
Atonement of Lesun Dundaa. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
" My Love I " 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.k 

The Waterdale Neighbour!. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
Linley Roohford. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 



BOOK& PUBLISHED BY 



PkCCADlLLT VOVELB—COlUiniikk 
Br AGNES MACDONELL, 

Q«ak«r Cotudni. 

MY KATHARINE S. ifACQUOID. 

TlM Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 

taeni Sesame! 
Wyttten in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS, 

Touoli and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, 

A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 

Tbe Best of Husbands. 

I'Mlen Fortunes. 

HalTes. 

Walter's Word 

Wliat He Oost Her. 

Less Black tlian We're Painted. 

S|f ProsT; 
actor One Boof. 
Hlgli: Spirits. 
Osrlyon'sYear. 
A Confidential Agent. 
V^om XUile. 

BY CHARLES READS, D.CJ.. 

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
HardOash. 

Bsg Wo£Elngton. 
Ohxlstie Johnstone. 

NEW VOLUMES OF THE 

TlM Shadow Of the Sword. By 
RouRT Buchanan. 

ThB Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Wf Ro»BRT Buchanan. 

Bsarts of Gold. By Wm. Cyplbs. 

Brtaioe Saroni's Wife. By Julian 
Hawthorne. 

Ifan de Biron. By Sir Arthur 
Hblfs. 

Favl Faber, Surgeon. By Gbo. 

MaoDonald, LL.D. Witba Frontis- 
fteet by J. B. M^llais, a.A 

Coals of Fire. By Di Crristib 
Murray. lUustntad fey Arthur 
HoraiNs, G« L.. SAXAnvR, and D. T. 



By CHARI.BS Rbadb— «Ml. 

OrmlthOaunt. 

The Doable Marriage. 

Lore Me Little, Love Me Long. 

Foul Flay. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Lore. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourseliin Bis Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering EMr. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

T V>fl d1anft- 

BY MRS, J, H. RIDDELL. 

"Sgd MothBtB Dariing. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 

Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion in the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 

Proud Maisie. 

Cressida. 

The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS, 

The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator. 

BY T, A. TROLLOPE. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 

What She Came Throu^. 
The Bride's Pass. 

BY J, S, WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 

PICCADILLY NOVELS, 

Thomas Wingfold, Curate. By 
Georgb MacDonald, LL.D. Wi^ 
a Frontispiece. 

A Grape from a Thorn. By 

iAMBS Payn. Illustrated by W. 
MALL. 

For Cash Only. By Jambs Payn. 
The Prince of Wales's Gtarden- 

Party. By Mrs. J. H. Riddbll. 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

By T. W. Spbiqht. 

Frau Frohmann. By Anthony 
Trollopb. With FVontispiece by 
H. Frbnch. 

Marlon Fay. By Anthony 

Trollops. 



:eatz 



Popular Norels, 




BT W. BESAXT S- JAMES 




BT DmVS C003i. 



BT M3S. ASXIE BDWARr 
A Fdiiii a£ 



BT M. BETHAiS-EDWAXSS^ 

BT EDWAED EGOLSSJVm. 

BT PEECT FJTEGE£ALtiL 



BT SHELSLET BEACCBAMP. 



genaiij -itwe Brook* S Se aa c 

BT ALBAST DE FOSSLASOQE 



BF FEEDEEICEBOTLE 



i 
BT BEETHAETE, 

Of 



-I 




i 



BT M BS, "bUEEETT. I 

■^^■■■^ Tim. 
ETMES^.LOVETT CAMEBOS. 



BT E E. FEAXCILLOX^ 

BpuL [ Queen Ooplifl 

BF EDWARD GABEETT. 
Gbpel Gills. 

Br Ci7iiKL£S G/B5QX 



jQlierft Chiaidiaii. 

BT MACLAEEN COBBAE. 

The GitEe of Sooli. 

BF C. ALLSTON COLLIES. 

The Bar Sfailiter. 

BF WILEIE COLUNS. 
I 



or Gold. 

What win the Worid Saj? 
In Hdnoor Bound. 



The Qnaen of Hearta. 

The Woman In Whtte^ 
The Moonatoiie. 



In Love and War. 
For the Xing. 
<}iieen of the Meadow. 
In Bastores Green. 

BT JAMES GREEXWOOD. 

Dick Tenqde. 

BT ANDREW HALUDAT. 



or MnL? 

The Hew Um/Mm. 
The Frosen Deep. 
The Law and the Ladj. 



Paul WTntara Saorifloa. 

„ ^ BT THOMAS BARDY, 

Under the Greenwood T^ 

^HJ^^^^ Hil WTHORKE 

CKurth. I XIBoe Qu^lia. 

. « ,^ BF 7t)Jf HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BF F/C7X)« HUGO, 

.Of»)toJ^WMl 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



ropuLAR Novels— «)ii^/n«^rf. 

BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT, 

Thomioroft'B ModeL 

BY JEAN INGELOW, 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun, 
Gonfldence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 

The Queen of Connaught 
The £ark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY,, 

Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 

Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Iiost. 
Under which LordP 
With a Silken Thread. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 

BY AGNES MACDONELL, 

Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOID. 

The Evil Eye. | Ijost flose. 

B Y FLORENCE MA RR YA T, 
Open! Sesame! 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS, 

Touch and Go. 
Mr. Dorillion. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

A Life's Atonement. 

BY MRS. OLIPIIANT, 

Whiteladies. 

BY OUIDA, 

Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. I Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

Oedl Caatlemaine's Gage. 

Triootaia 

Fuck. I FoUe Farlne. 



By OxjiDA'—tont. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

PascareL 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

Signa. 

In a "V^nnter City. 

Ariadne. I Friendship. 

Moths. I Fipistrello. 

A Village Commune. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 

A Perfect TreasTure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Yengeaaoe. 

Cecil's Trsrst. 

The Clyfliirds of Clyfib. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Gwendoline's Harvest 

Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Besidence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

IdOrk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word, i Halves. 

FiJlen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than we're Painted. 

By Proxy. 

Under One Boot 

High Spirits. 

A Conndential Agent. 

Carlyon's Year. 

BY EDGAR A. POE. 

The Mystery of Msole Boget. 

BY CHARLES READE. D.CJ^. 

It is Never Too Late to Mend. 

Hard Cash. 

Peg WofBngton. 

Christie Johnstone. 

GrifBith Gaunt 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourself in his Place. 
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PoPULAK Novels — ctmtimMtL 

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Her Mothers Dailiiig. 

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

Oasliglit snd Ds jl]«|it. 

BY JOHS SAUNDERS, 

Bound to the WheeL 
Guy Walemiaii. 
One Against the Wotld. 
The lAoQ hi the Psfth. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 

A Match hi the Dazk. 

BY WALTER THORSDURY. 

Tales for the Marines. 

BY ASTHOSY TROLLOPS. 

The Tnray we Live Now. 



BY T.ADOLPHUS TROLLOFK. 
Diamnnd Cot Diamflnd. 

BY MARK TWAiS. 

A Fleasaie Tiq» hi SiBope. 

Tom Sawyer. 

An Idle Excursion. 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sihina 

BY EDiiVXD YATES. 



Forlorn Hope. 
Ijandat Last 

ASOSYMOUS. 
PaulFenolL 
Why P. Fenoll ElUed his Wife. 



NEW TWO-SHILLISG SOVELS IS PREPARATIOS 



The Chaplain of the Fleet. By 
Besakt and Rice. 

The Siiadow of Uie Swofd. Bjr 

ROBEKT BuCHAJfAJI. 

A Child ofKatore. R. Buchanan. 
The Black Bohe. By Wilsie 

COLXJVS. 

James Duke. By Wm. Ghxert. 
Sebastian Stroma By Juuan 

Hawthokkb. 
Ivan de Bizon. By Sir Arthur 

Hei^s. 
The lioaden Casket By Mrs. 

ALOntED HCMT. 

The Bebel of the Family. By 

Mrs. Ltnm Limton. 
" My LoTO ! " E. Lynn Lixtox. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. By Geo. 



Thomas Wingfbld. Curate. By 
GzoKGC MacDoxald, LL.D. 

Phcebe's Fortunes. By Mrs. 
RoBEStT O'Reillt. 

Some Private Views. By Jasies 

Pays. 
From £zile By James Payn. 
A Levantine Ffliimiy. By Bayi.e 

St. Iobm. 
The Two Breamers. By John 

Saumdsks. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

By T. W. Speight. 
Cressida. By Bertha Thomas. 
Proud Maisie. Bertha Thomas. 
The Violin-Player. By Bertha 

T homas. 
What She Came Through. By 

Sarah Tytlcr. 



MacDoxals, LL.D. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, is. each. 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bket Harte. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harte. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By Julian Hawihorns. 
Kathleen Mavoumeen. By the Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's. *' 
liindsay's LucIl. By tlie Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 
The Professor's Wife. By Leonard Graham. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther's Qlove. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Bent. By Tom Jerrold. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Foe's Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

With BAUDELAIRE'S Esssy on his Life and Writines. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



flanch6 (J. R.), Works by: 

The CyolopaBdia of Costume ; or, A Dictionary of Dress-:- Regal, 
Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military— from the Earliest Period in England 
to the Reign of George the Third. Including Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions oh the Continent, and a General History of the Costumes of the 
Principal Countries of Europe. By J. R. Planch^, Somerset Herald. 
Two vols, demy 4to, half morocco, profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, £7 75. The Volumes may also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) at £3 13s. 6d. each : Vol. I. The 
Dictionary. Vol. II. A General History op Costume in Eurofb. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Heraldry Founded upon Facts. By 

{. R. Planch^. With Coloured Frontispiece and aoo Illustrations. Crown 
vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d. 

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. By T. R. Planch^. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by his Daughter, Mrs. Sf ackarness. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 



Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 130 Illustrations, 35. 6d, 

Firince of Argolis, The : 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr Smith. 
_ . Cro^^'n 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 75. 6d. 

Babelais' Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
aumerous characteristic Illustrations by Gustavb DorI^. 



8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, ys. 6d. 

Bambosson.— Popular Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

CiHiirely New Edition, Revised, crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Beader's Handbook (The) of Allusions, Re- 
ferences, Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. Third Edition, 
revised throughout, with a New Appendix, containing a Complete 
English Bibliography. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ^ 

Bichardson. — A Ministry of Health, and 

other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M.D., Sec, 

JRimmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towns. By Alfred Rimmer. With over 5® 
Illustrations by the Author. Square Svo, cloth extra^ gpdt, los. 6d, : 

Bambles Bound Eton and Harrow. By Alfred Rimmer. With 
50 Illustrations by the Author. Square 8vo. cloth gilt, los. 6d. Also an 
Edition de Luxe, in 4to (only a limited number printed), with the Illnsts. 
beautifully printed on China paper, half-bound boards, edges uncut, 42s. , 

About England with Diokens. With Illustrations by Alfred 
Rimmer and C. A. Vanderhoof. Sq. Svo, cl. ^t« 101. 64, [In prepartUioH, 



t _ - ' Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Xobinson.— The Poets' Birds. 

By PifiL. Robinson, Author of •' Noah's Ark," Sdo. [In the^ag^' 
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Handsomely printed, price 5s. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Norman^ 
with WiUiam the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, a.d. 1066-7L 
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Cxold and Colours. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4s. &d. each. 

" Secret Out " Series, The : 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; 1 Magician's Own Book : 
or. Complete Art of Making Fire- Performances with Cups and BaD^ 



works. By Thomas Kentish. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : 
A Collection of Graceful Arts,Games, 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By 
Frank Belle w. 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Fanky: 
Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic,Sleignt of Hand. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. 200 Illusts. 

The Merry Circle : 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara Bel* 
LEW. Many Illustrations. 



Eggs, Hats, Handkercmefs, &c. AM 
from actual Experience. Edited faf 
W. H. Cremer. soo Illustratioiis. 

Magic No Mystery : 
Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &a« 
with'fully descriptive Directions; the 
Art of .Secret Writing; Trainiitg off 
Performing Animals, &c. Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustradfoss. 

The Secret Out : 
One Thousand Tricks with Cardj^ 
and other Recreations ; with Enter- 
taining Experiments in Drawiae- 
room or " White Magic." By wTh. 
Cremer. 300 Engravings. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Senior.— Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By WiLXiAM 
Senior (" Red-Spinner "). Author of " By Stream and Sea." 

Shakespeare ; 

The First Folio Shakespeare. — Mr. William Shakespeare's 
Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Originall Copies. London, Printed by' Isaac Iaggard and Ed. Bloomt. 
1623. — ^A Reproduction of the extremely rare ori|;inal, in reduced facstinile 
by a photographic process — ensuring the stnctest accuracy in everf 
detail. Small 8vo, half-Roxburghe, ys. 6d. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beautifully printed in red 
and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved facsimile rf 
Droeshout's Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales firom Shakespeare. By 

Charles and Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plain, by J. Motr Smith. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 6s. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare Music. Being an Account of 
350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems ol 
^hake^eare, the compositions ranging from the Elizabethan Age te die 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe. 4to, half-Roxburghe, ys. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Algernon Charles Swinburne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. . 

• t , ^ . — _^_^^.^_.^_^^__^_— ^_^— 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page Tinted Illustrations, 7«- 6d. 

Sheridan's Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translar 
tions<, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a Collection of Sheridaniana. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with xoo Illnstrations, js, 6d, 

Signboards : 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famont Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camdbn Hottbn. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d, 

Slang Dictionarsr, The : 

Etymologic al, Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 25. 6d, 

Smoker's Text-Book, The. 

By J. Hamer , F.R.S.L. 

■» 

Demy Svo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 14s. 

Sonth-West, The New: 

Travelling Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, Arizona, and 
Northern Mexico. By Ernst von Hbssb-Wartbgg. With 100 
fine Illustrations and 3 Maps. [Jit preparation. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 55. 

Spalding.— Elizabethan Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T. Alfrbd Spalding, LL.B. 

Crown 4to, with Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s, 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations by Walter J. Morgan. 
A New Edition, small crown Svo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice of Chess ; 

Together with an Analysis of the Openings, and a Treatise on End 
Games. By Howard Staunton. Edited by Robbrt B. Wormald. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gs, 

Stedman.— Victorian Poets: 

Cr i tical Essays. By Edmund Clarencb Sthdman. 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by : 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. By R. Louis Stevenson. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

New Arabian Nightd. By R. Louis Stevenson. New and 

Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

** We must place the *New Arabian Nights* very high indeed, almost hors con- 
conrs, among the fiction of the present day,**^PAL,i. Mall Gaz ette. 

Two Vols. , crown Svo, with numerous Portraits and Illustrations, 245. 

Strahan.— Twenty Years of a Publisher's 

Life. By Alexander Strahan. [In preparation. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 75. 6d. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. With 140 
Illustrations. Edited by William Hone. 
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'WnBam Blake: 

A Cr^ical Esuj. IKT-^ F: 



Hote of an Scglxsh BeinbSlBBa 
A Note cn ChazkKse Brcnte^ 

Grow 010. €s. 

A Stodj of Shakespeare. 

CravaSra. ». 

So pgio f the Springudea. 
Stodiea in Scsg. 



kittiwell: 
A Tracedy. CrovB 8vo, X2t. 6IL 



A Tia«edj. Crown Stx\ Ss. 

Triatnm of Lyonesse, and odiar 

Crown Svot c$. 



Me£sm 8fo. dodi eztn, with mnstratxQns, 7s 6k/. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tonrs, 

In Seaxrhof iheRctare9qae,mSeaitchof CofisoIatx>n.aiiduiSeareh 
of a Wife. With the whole of RowLAXDSoif *s droll page lUustia* 
tioos in Coloon, and a Life of the Anthor bj J. C Hottbx. 

Poor Vols, small 8fO, dodi boaids, jos. 

Taine's History of English Literature. 

Translated by Hexrt Vax Laux. 
•^* Also a Popular Edition, in Two Vols, crown 8to, cloth extra, tjs* 

Crown 9vo, cloth gilt, profdsely mnstrated, 6t. 

Tales of Old Thole. 

Collected and IHastnted by J. MOTR Sif rra. 
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One Vol., crown 8vo, doth extra, 7$. 6(f. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical Dramas : ' rrg 

" Clancarty," " Jeanne Dare," " Twixt Axe and Crown." "ThfrFool's 

Revenge," " Arkwrighfs Wife," " Anne B<deyn," " Plot and Passion." 

%♦ The Plays may also be had separ ately, at Is. saifl i . - 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with numerous lUustratioaSr 75. 6d, 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by 
William Makspbacb Thackeray, depicting Humorous Incidents 
in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of his every- 
day reading. With Coloured Frontispiece and Hundreds of Wood 
Engravings, facsimiled from Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings.' 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence* 

With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan Cunning- 
HAM, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. ^ 

Thombury (Walter), Works by: 

Haunted London. Edited by Edward Walford, M.A. With 
lUnstrations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

The Life and Gorrespondenoe of J. M. W. Turner. Pounded 
upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow Acadeini« 
Clans. With numerous Illustrations in Colours, facsimiled from Turner's^ 
Original Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 71. 6d. 

Timbs (John), Works by: 

Clubs and Club Life in London. With Anecdotes of its Famous 
Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d, 

English Ejccentrics and Ecoentrioitles : Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Follcs, Men of Letters^ 
&c. With nearly 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s,.6d. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14s. 

Torrens.— The Marquess Wellesley, 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. Forming Vol. /. of Pro» 
Consul and Tribune : Wellesley and O'Connbll : Historic 
Portraits. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols. 

Large folio, handsomely bound, 31s. 6d, 

Turner's Rivers of England : 

Sixteen Drawings by J. M. W. Turner, R.A., and Three by Thomas 
GiRTiN, Mezzotinted by Thomas Lupton, Charles Turner, and 
other Engravers. With Descriptions by Mrs. Hofland. AKew 
Edition, reproduced by Heliograph. Edited by W. COSMO Monk* 
HOUSE, Author of "The Life of Turner" in the " Great Artists "^ 
Series. iShortly. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground-Plans, 145. 

Walcott.— Church Work and Life in En^sh 

Minsters ; and the English Student's Monasticon. By the Revr 
Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. 
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The Twenty-third Annual Edition, for 1883, cloth, full gilt, 50s. 

Wiolford.— The County Families of the United 

Kingdom. By Edward Walford, M.A. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 
distinguished Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presump- 
tive, the Offices they hdd or have held, their Town and Country 

Addresses, Clubs, &c. 

' ■ » ■ ' 

Large crown 8vo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, 75. 6d, 

IValton and Cotton's Complete Axigler ; 

or, The Contemplative Man's Recreation ; being a Discourse of Rivers, 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a dear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris 
Nicolas, and 6x Copperplate Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. per volume. 



Wanderer's Library, The : 



I77£mderings In PatAgonia; or. 
Life among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
JyLius Bberbohmi Illustrated. 

•Camp Notes: Stories of Sport 
and Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frbdbrick Boylb. 

Savage Life. By Frbdekick 

BOYLB. 

Merrle Sngland in the Olden 

Time. By Georgb Daniel. With 
Illustrations by Robt, Cruikshank. 

The World Behind the Scenes: 
By Percy ^xtzgbrald. 

Circus Life'and Oiroos Celebri- 
ties. By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. 

By Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 

London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Xiow-Life Deeps. An Account 
of the Strange Fish to be found there. 
By James Greenwood. 

The Wilds of London. By 
James Greenwood. 



Tunis : The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hessb-War- 
TEOG. With 23 Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a 
Cheap Tack. By One of the Pratet- 
nity. Edited by Crarlss Htn^by. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings ; 

Including the Origin of Signl, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coflfee Houses, Clubs, &d 
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts. 

The Genial Showman: Life 
and Adventures of Artemus Ward. 
By B. P. HiNGSTON. Frontispiece. 

The Story of theliondonFailLS. 

By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London Characters. By Henry 
Mayhbw. Illustrated. 

Seven Generations of Execu- 
tioners: Memoirs of the Sanson 
Family (1688 to i84;X Edited by 
Henry Samson. 

Summer Cruising in the South 
Seas. By Charles Warren Stod- 
dard. lUust. by Charles Mackay. 



Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in. by 14 in., 25. 

IVarrant to Execute Oharles I. 

An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seids. . 



Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price ss. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of' Septs. 

An exact Facsimile, including the Slgnatdre of Qaeefli ifelizabetb, and 
a Facsimile of the Great Seal 
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Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, 41. 64. 

Westropp.— Handbook of Pottenr and Porce- 
lain ; or, History of those Arts from the Earliest miod. By HODDBft 
11. WssTROPP. With numerous Illustrations, and a List of Marks. 

SsvBNTH Edition. Square 8vo, is. 

Whistler v. Ruskin : Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. Macnbill Whistler. 



Williams (Mattieu), Works by : 

SoioDoe in Short Ghaptera. By W. Mattibu Wiixzams. ^ 
FJLA.S., F.C.S. Crown 8vo, cloth eztn, yt. §d. 

A Simple TreatiBe on, Heat. By W. Mattibu Williamsi 
F.R.A.S., F.C.S. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illuitratioat, st. M. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew), Works by : 

Chaptera on Xyolution : A Popular History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. By Andrbw Wilson, Ph.D., F.R.S.B. 
Crown 8vo, doUi extra, with 259 lUastrations, 7s. 6d. ^ 

Z^eayes from a Naturalist's Note-book. By Andrew Wilson, 
Ph.D.. F.R.S.E. (A Volume of "The Mayfair Ubrary.") Poet 8t^ 
cloth limp, IS. 6i. ^ 

Xieisure-Time Studies, chiefly Biological. By Andrew 

Wilson^ Ph.D., F.R.S.E. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 

Illustrations, 6t, •) 

** It i$ wM when we can take up the work of a really qualified invesiif^aiofk 

who in the ifUervals of his more sertous professumal labours sets himself to MN^afi 

knomledgt in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and MsirMcft 

wUh no demger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work it thil 

imU vo/flMM#, made up of essays and addresses written and delivered by X>r« 

Andrew Wilumt Ucturer and examiner in Science at Edinburgh and GUugom, 

eU Msureintervals in a busy professional life. . . . Dr. Wuson*t Paget tesm 

with matter stimulating to a healthy love of science and a rev e t mee f$r th* 

truths of nature."^SATVKDAY Review. 

- - --■_■■ — ^^^-^» 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 65. 

Wooing (The) of the Water Witch : 

A Northern Oddity. By Evan Daldorne. Illust. by J. Moyr Smith, 
Crown 8vo, half-bound, 12s, 6d. 

Words, Faots, and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 
Eliezer Edwards. 



Wright (Thomas), Works by: 

Oaricatore History of the Georges. (The House of Hanover.) 
With 400 Pictnres, Caricatures, Squibs, Broadsides, Window Picture^ 
ftc. By Thomas Wright, F.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

History of Caricature and of the Grotesque in Art, Literature. 
Sealpture, and Painting. By Thomas Wright, F.S.A« Profiisaly Illna^ 
trated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Large poet 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. §id. 



J, OODIM AMO CO., printers, I72, ST. JOHN STREET* B.*. 
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